Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 









V V 












«< 'r 



'Z* . 



Tf-'.' c^-.rrs: '?", ''~''- Fiw s y it. Or 



V'/j ''•' '" ,' ; ■'*'.:•*. 















i'-- 



t. 




«-..- 


\r. 


^#'- 


.• < 




-*»■' 


* 


A- 



.:^ 



.t 



'I • . I' I 



A BRAVE RESOLVE; 

OR, 

^^t SiuQt of Stratettnir. 

A STORY OF HEROISM AND ADVENTURE 



BY 



J. B. DE LIEFDE, 

Author of 
The Boggart: or, Tht Founders of ih* Dutch Republic,' ttc. 



tnH% €i# |Un0traHim0. 

SECOND EDITION, 



ITotibiOiit 
HODDER AND STOUGHTON, 

27, PATERNOSTER ROW. 

MDCCCLXXXIII. 



Sv 



2 The Maid of Stralsund. 

moned, in the name of the Catholic League and 
of the Emperor of Germany, to admit an Im- 
perial garrison. Unable to give an immediate 
reply, the city had asked for a respite of some 
days, in order that a question which presented 
on every side the gravest difficulties might be 
fully considered. If they opened their gates to 
Arnheim, Stralsund, one of the strongholds of the 
Lutherans, would fall a prey to the Emperor of 
Germany, the staunch friend of the Jesuits and 
the implacable enemy of Protestantism. Should 
they refuse, there lay before them all the horrors 
of a siege, the end of which it was impossible 
to foresee. The disposition of the Imperial forces 
was already too well known to leave much 
doubt about their determination, courage, and 
cruelty. The victories they had gained, and the 
towns they had taken and sacked, made the 
invincibility even of Stralsund, the strongest of 
the Hanse towns, a mere assumption. 

Indeed, so thoroughly convinced were the in- 
habitants of their own inability to sustain a siege, 
that they would probably have made but little 
resistance if they had depended upon no one but 
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themselves. The danger, however, had threatened 
for months. The Imperial army had been in the 
neighbourhood and had subdued every town ; and 
the Stralsunders knew very well that when every 
other stronghold had been conquered their turn 
would be sure to come. Ambassadors had there- 
fore been sent to the various Protestant powers. 
A Danish force had already arrived, with a pro- 
mise of more help should it be required. The king 
of Sweden, too, while sending money and pro- 
visions, had besought the city, for the sake of 
the Protestant cause, to hold out to the very last ; 
and it was confidently expected that he would send 
a considerable force as soon as the war he was 
waging with Russia had been condluded. 

The town council, therefore, thought itself justi- 
fied in determining to close its gates and in re- 
fusing to listen to the summons ; but, as in so 
important a matter it was incumbent upon them 
fully to ascertain the popular spirit, they had 
convened on the market-place a meeting of all the 
inhabitants above the age of twenty-two ; and it 
is to that spacious square that the people were 
now crowding. We beg the reader to follow us to 
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one of the spires of the church of St. Nicholas and 
survey the scene. 

The large square is densely packed, and every 
street leading to it is crowded ; the windows of 
every house are filled with spectators, and here and 
there a banner with the Stralsund arms is dis- 
played. The people's faces, however, are all turned 
towards a square brick building opposite the 
church, and from that quarter the tones of a 
voice reach our ears. They proceed from a man 
who, surrounded by about a dozen others, stands 
on the flight of steps, gesticulating somewhat 
vehemently, and turning hither and thither to the 
crowd. 

"Why" (such are the words that reach us) 
*' do we find our fellow-creatures in other countries 
so oppressed and persecuted ? Why do we hear 
of blood flowing incessantly, in countries where 
the unhappy people are not allowed to worship 
God after their conscience ? I tell ye, burghers, 
it is because the people had not the courage to 
make a determined stand for their rights and 
their liberties; because they lacked unity; because 
they lacked faith ; because they could not believe 
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that the same God who enabled David to slay 
the giant will help us to resist an enemy not 
half so dreadful." A burst of cheers here rose 
up from the people. 

"When I look at that church," he continued, 
pointing to the structure opposite, " I thank God 
from the bottom of my heart that the pure 
Gospel, which that man of God the great Luther 
brought to light again, has been preached there 
now for nearly a century ; and so, I hope, do 
you. But if you would rather have it converted 
into a Popish church, if you prefer a city full of 
priests and Jesuits, at whose appearance your 
only hope of liberty will fly, then admit Am- 
heim and his Imperial garrison at once. Now 
is the time, burghers, to give a noble example 
of that disinterestedness, that courage, which 
prompts a Christian to part with all he esteems 
most valuable on > earth, rather than lose his 
liberty of religion and his honour before God 
and man. Now is the time to show that you 
love your creed, not only in prosperity but in 
adversity. Our town is strong, our burghers 
are stout and valiant men, the kings of Sweden 
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and Denmark have both promised us . assistance 
in men and money; but our greatest strength 
lies in yonder house of prayer, for we know 
that the help we get there is a match for a 
hundred Arnheims and Wallenstcins/' 

The speaker, who occupied the post of syndic 
to the town, sat down amidst the enthusiastic 
cheering of the people. His animated words bad 
produced upon the multitude an impression which 
was very welcome to the council When he 
had taken his seat amongst them, the burgo* 
master, Andrea Wurzheim, rose immediately, and, 
as he raised his hand, there fell upon the people 
a profound silence. The town-clerk with impres- 
sive voice then read the points upon which the 
council had come to a decision. They were as 
follows : — 

1st To abide faithfully, under the present 
dangerous circumstances, by the true religion as 
expressed in the Augsburg (/.^. Lutheran) Con- 
fession ; to contend for it and for the common 
liberty, and for the privileges and welfare of the 
town; and to stake life and fortune in their 
defence. 
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2nd. To continue faithful to the Holy Roman 
Empire ; but at the same time, — 

3rd. Not to suffer any foreign garrison to enter 
the town, no matter who should require it. 

4th. To give due honour to the honourable 
council, as being the power ordained by God. 

5 th. To obey the appointed chiefs and officers. 

6th. To remain faithfully at the appointed 
post ; to abstain from unnecessary firing, and from 
carousing at the watches. 

7th. To behave as peaceful neighbours towards 
one's fellow-burghers; to avoid all factiousness, 
quarrels, and disorder; and, in case of disputes, 
not to permit an affray to ensue at the watches 
or barracks, but to bring the matter before the 
legal judges. 

These points were submitted to the assembly 
to be confirmed by a solemn oath. The clerk 
read them thrice with a loud voice, and each 
time the hearty cheers of the people assured him 
of their unanimous consent. 

The town council was already congratulating 
itself upon the unexpected issue of the meeting. 
The cheering had gradually given way to a deep 
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silence, as every one felt the importance of the 
moment, when a man ascended the steps whose 
appearance mightily affected the crowd. As if 
seized by an irresistible impulse, it swayed to 
and fro like a corn-field agitated by the wind, 
hands were shaken in a threatening manner, and 
instead of the solemn silence the air was filled 
with hisses, and cries of " No, no ! No Calvinist ! 
No Heidelberger ! They are worse than Papists." 
And who, then, was this Calvinist, this Heidel- 
berger, this worse than Papist ? He was an 
elderly man, of venerable appearance, — such as 
the old painters loved to take as models for 
the apostles, — in clerical dress, with a fire in his 
fine eyes that belied the wrinkles in his face 
and the greyness of his beard, and with a youth- 
ful eagerness in his gestures as he motioned the 
people to be silent and hear his words. Pastor 
Hermann, the minister of the small Reformed 
church in the town, was as zealous an antagonist 
of the Lutheran as of the Catholic doctrines, and 
his efforts to obtain a hearing would pro- 
bably have proved fruitless had not the burgo- 
master come to his aid. 
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"Children," he said, "what conduct is this? 
What a commencement of our endeavours to 
avoid all factiousness and quarrels ! Would- ye 
refuse to Pastor Hermann, as good a citizen as 
the best of us, a right ye claim for yourselves ? 
Have ye forgotten how at the time of the epi- 
demic he nearly lost his life in visiting the sick ? 
Did any of you refuse to hear him then ? For 
shame, children !^' 

There was a mixture of applause and murmur, 
but though the latter was far the stronger, 
silence reigned at last, and the clear deep voice 
of the Reformed pastor sounded across the square. 

" Burghers ! I have listened to the proposi- 
tions just read, and I subscribe to them and will 
swear to them with all my heart. But I feel 
it my duty solemnly to protest against the 
first I deny tha< the true religion is expressed 
in the Augsburg Confession.'' 

A great tumult here interrupted the bold if 
not reckless speaker. "Down with the heretic!" 
"Out of the town with him!" "Bum him!" 
Such were the cries that met him. And some 
of the more turbulent, trying to push forward. 
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would perhaps have attacked the imprudent 
man, had not a body of armed constables inter- 
posed and restored order. 

One of the councillors now rose. It was the 
recorder, Johann Knittel, a red-faced man, ap- 
parently of a nervous constitution. 

" I have always esteemed our pastor Hermann 
highly, though he has false views upon religion," 
he said ; " but I have also greatly deplored his 
fanatic zeal. I am sorry he has not yet un- 
learnt the lessons of his teacher, the famous 
professor, Abraham ScultetuSj^-who said that he 
would rather marry his daughter to a Turk tlian 
to a Lutheran. I say *' 

** And what did your friend the court chaplain, 
Matthias Hoe von Hoenegg, say?" shouted the 
pastor indignantly. *'Did he not say that he 
would rather leave Bohemia in the hands of the 
Jesuits than deliver it into the clutches of Calvin, 
by giving it a Reformed king ? 



• Abraham Scultetus, or rather Shultet, an eminent 
Calvinist, to whom these words have been ascribed. They 
give an idea of the spirit of faction of those days, 1 566-1 625. 
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"And he was right too!" cried several persons 
from below. 

" He was not !^' cried a Calvinist in the crowd, 
taking courage to support his pastor. "If there 
were no more difference between ns and the Papist 
than there is between you and '' 

The tumult now became so uproarious, and as- 
sumed so threatening an aspect, that the terrified 
council, not prepared for such a reception of its 
peaceful propositions, was at a loss what to do. 
It was to be feared that words would lead to 
blows, and that the few adherents of Calvin who 
had appeared on the square would fare badly in a 
fray with their numerous and hot-headed anta- 
gonists. At this moment a man appeared on the 
scene who was hailed alike by the people and the 
council with hearty cheers. It was Herr Wechter, 
one of the magistrates, and one of the wealthiest 
citizens of Stralsund. And he was about the only 
man who at this moment could have come forward 
to soothe both parties without incurring the hatred 
or displeasure of at least one of them. Father 
Wechter, as he was called, was a thorough Calvin- 
ist, and never had there been one moment in hLs 
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life in which he had not openly acknowledged his 
adherence to that form of faith. But his amiable 
disposition; his benevolence, his upright dealing, 
his sympathy with the poor, made him the most 
popular man in the city. Where others were 
sneered at, he was listened to with respect, or at 
least without insult, and so great was his personal 
influence that his appearance among the magis- 
trates was a sign for immediate silence. 

"Silence! Let us hear what Father Wechter 
has to say ! He is always right, somehow !" were 
the ejaculations from the crowd ; and in a few 
moments he was able to make his voice heard to 
the farthest end of the square. 

" Children," he said, " I am grieved to find that 
on such an occasion as this there should be such 
unseemly behaviour. I have lived for thirty years 
in this city ; there are but few faces that I do not 
know, and I could not count all the big men whom 
I have kissed when they were babes. But had I 
known that they would have conducted themselves 
thus, I would have been ashamed to " 

A good-humoured laugh ran through the crowd, 
and assured him that he had gained his point 



» the tumuli or ihe i 
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" Is this, citizens," he said, " the talk and the 
conduct of wise men ? Is this the time and place 
for theological controversies ? I thought we had 
assembled here to agree upon mutual measures 
of defence, but I fear that our greatest enemy lies 
in our midst, for assuredly a city divided against 
itself shall not stand. The town is in great 
danger, the Imperial generals are powerful and 
unsparing, and if we do not love each other in 
brotherly unity, the Lord God shall surely deliver 
us into their hands. You know, all of you, that I 
am a Reformed Christian, but I hope you also 
know that I love the Lutheran Christians as my 
brethren. I cannot give my adherence to the 
Augsburg Confession as an expression of my per- 
sonal belief. But this is not required in the first 
of the seven points now before us. We Calvinists 
have simply to choose which of the two, the Augs- 
burg or the Popish Confession, we will in the pre- 
sent perilous circumstances defend. And in this 
alternative I do not for one moment hesitate to 
choose the former. The Augsburg Confession, 
whatever it may or may not be in other respects, 
is a Protestant Confession. Luther was a Pro* 
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testant, nay, the father of all Protestantism. Were 
the choice between Luther and Calvin, I would 
prefer the latter; but as it is Luther or the Pope, 
I say Luther, and say it with all my heart (Loud 
cheering of both parties, as each deemed its own 
side victorious.) If it be understood that my 
oath does not imply any personal adherence to 
the Augsburg Confession as a perfect expression 
of my faith, I will take it immediately and with 
all my heart." 

An outburst of enthusiasm greeted this firm 
and conciliatory speech. When it had subsided, 
the burgomaster proposed in the name of the 
council that the reserve desired by Herr Wechter 
should be added as a clause to the seven points. 
The oath was then unanimously taken, and the 
burghers returned home as peacefully as if no 
disturbance had ever reigned in their midst But 
amongst those who took the oath Pastor Hermann 
was not to be found. 

Walking slowly in the direction of his house, 
Herr Wechter came up with him at the turn of 
a street. As he put his arm into that of the 
preacher, the latter gazed at him for a moment 
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with an air of reproach^ and shaking his head, 
said in a somewhat stern voice, "And is this 
proclaiming your faith boldly, Herr Wechter?'* 

"My dear friend," answered Herr Wechter, 
pressing his hand and feigning astonishment, " are 
you not content with what I have said ?" 

" How can I be ?" said the paston " You did 
nothing less than approve of the Augsburg Con- 
fession — a work of the devil. 

"Nay,'* said Wechter, reproachingly, "it is not 
a work of the devil, but of holy, though imperfect 
men. I did not say that I approved of it, but 
that I preferred it a thousand times to the Roman 
doctrines. And do not you V* 

"Well, yes," answered the other, after a mo- 
ment's pause; "but still you should have de- 
nounced it. Never was there a better opportunity 
to show all its imperfections and faults." 

" Nay, never was there a better opportunity to 
remember that it is written, 'The greatest of 
these is charity.* There are no Lutherans or 
Calvinists in heaven, and if there must be on 
earth, let us, at any rate, not hate each other." 



CHAPTER II. 

THE CONDITION OF GERMANY, 

nr^HE resolutions thus taken by the people of 
-*• Stralsund were carried out. A refusal was 
sent to Amheini. The town was put in a state 
of siege ; its gates were closed, its citizens were 
armed, and every preparation made for executing 
their bold and noble plans. On the other hand, 
the Imperial general immediately settled down 
before it Trenches and breastworks began to 
surround the city, and the thunder of a hundred 
pieces of artillery shook the foundations of the 
church of St Nicholas. It will not be out of 
place here to relate some of the circumstances 
which gave rise to this state of affairs. 

The arms of the Emperor Ferdinand II. and of 
the Catholic League had been for some time 
victorious in Germany. Bohemia, the first scene 
of the war, was once more entirely in their hands. 
The newly-elected king, whose forces had been de- 
feated in a battle before the walls of Prague while 
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he was banquetinor within, had fled to his father- 
in-law, James I. of England. His principal general, 
Mathias Count Thurn, after having inarched to 
Vienna and back without effecting anything but 
the ruin of his army, had crossed over to Sweden. 
The two adventurers. Count Mansfeldt and the 
Duke of Brunswick, whose armies of volunteers 
and outlaws subsisted entirely upon the spoil of 
the territories in which they happened to be, for 
some time successfully opposed Tilly. But want 
of money and the inevitable destitution which 
they spread around them, and from which Tilly 
would not allow them to escape, forced them to 
disband their troops and seek a shelter in the 
Netherlands. The ex-king of Bohemia, who had 
hoped to be able to save at least that part of the 
dominion which he had inherited as elector- 
palatine, found himself deprived even of his Pala- 
tinate, and saw the Duke of Bavaria solemnly 
invested with his forfeited rights. 

The Protestant princes, who had remained in- 
active, became seriously alarmed at the turn 
events had taken. The Protestant Union pos- 
sessed no firm and acknowledged head ; its mem- 

c 
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bers, mistrustful of each other and ambitious for 
themselves, had allowed the time to slip by 
without taking any active measures. But when 
they saw the elector-palatine's army defeated, the 
forces of Mansfeldt and Brunswick disbanded, 
when, nevertheless, Tilly's army remained in the 
field and the Emperor assumed each day a more 
independent tone, it occurred to them that their 
territories might follow the Palatinate, unless they 
averted the danger. An alliance was therefore 
formed for mutual protection. 

Christian, King of Denmark, belonged to the 
Union as Duke of Holstein. Gustavus Adolphus, 
King of Sweden, was induced to join ; James I. of 
England promised his assistance ; subsidies were 
negotiated for in the Netherlands, in France, and 
in some of the Italian republics, and the princes 
of the circle of Lower Saxony exerted all their 
powers to raise an army of their own. It was at 
the same time officially declared in Vienna that 
these preparations were made with no view to 
hostile aggression, but simply as a means of de- 
fence, and that the princes of the Union were as 
loyal as ever. The Emperor, in answer to this 
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declaration, required them to give proof of this 
loyalty by laying down their arms. Instead of 
this, the princes redoubled their efforts, and were 
soon in a position to defy the Emperor. 

The ambitious King of Denmark, wishing to 
be the head of the armed Union, and to gain for 
himself the military renown to which he aspired, 
entered Germany with an army of 60,000 men. 
At this welcome renewal of hostilities Count 
Mansfeldt and the Duke of Brunswick left their 
retreat in the Netherlands, once more assembled 
a band of adventurers around them, and recom- 
menced their old practices of fishing in troubled 
waters. For what was more probable than that 
they should have gathered a good harvest in 
the exceedingly troubled waters of Germany, had 
affairs gone exactly as they calculated ? They 
expected, and not without some show of reason, 
that help, either in the shape of money or of men, 
would be sent from Sweden, from England, and 
from the Netherlands. They were confident that 
Richelieu would send a French army into Alsace, 
-and would rouse the Italian States that were 
dependent on Austria, so that on the south and 



20 The Maid of Stralsund. 

west of Europe her arms would be fully engaged. 
They themselves would then, in conjunction with 
others, be opposed to the single forces of Count 
Tilly ; the defeat of Austria on all sides would 
be inevitable ; the rich territories of the League 
would lie entirely undefended ; and what was to 
prevent them marching to Vienna itself? 

Nothing but the fickleness of human promises 
and calculations. Sweden, conducting an advan- 
tageous war with Poland and Russia, was not 
inclined to accept a secondary position. It 
stood aloof and awaited the result of Denmark's 
expedition. The Netherlands found that they 
had as much as they could manage in defend- 
ing themselves against Spain and retaining the 
provinces they had wrested from her. England 
sent a small contribution in money and many 
promises. France remained for a moment in- 
active. The Italian States prudently postponed 
their rising, and allowed the Imperial cabinet of 
Vienna to turn its attention entirely to the affairs 
of the Union. And, to crown all, instead of 
finding themselves opposed by one, the counts 
found that they had to deal with two formid- 
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able armies, one of which was constructed on the 
same principle as their own and headed by a 
more brilliant general. 

The Duke of Waldstein, or Wallenstein, a 
Colonel of hussars in the army of the League, 
whose possessions in Hungary gave him the en- 
joyments of a princely fortune, saw that it was 
galling to the Emperor to be obliged to leave 
the defence of his empire to the army of Bava- 
ria. Wallenstein's name was already known 
by his brilliant exploits against the Turks; and 
his extraordinary daring, coupled with a libe- 
rality which no one but himself could afford, 
made him the idol of his regiment. 

When therefore he proposed to raise and 
maintain an army at his own expense, and use 
it solely in the Emperor's service, provided he 
were invested with the title of generalissimo, his 
offer, eccentric and impossible though it looked, 
was accepted. In less than three months the 
impossible had been done. Wallenstein was at the 
head of an army of 30,000 men. Tilly com- 
manded a somewhat larger force, and the Union 
had to fight its way to peace as best it could. 
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In the two years which now elapsed, from 
the beginning of 1626 to 1628, after a series 
of skirmishes, battles, marches, and counter- 
marches, Wallenstein and Tilly were completely 
victorious. Mansfeldt, finding the waters some- 
what too troubled for him, marched with his 
army right across Germany into Hungary, 
where, finding no employment for his troops, he 
was compelled to disband them. He then tra- 
velled on towards Venice, but died, before 
arriving there, a melancholy and solitary death. 
The Duke of Brunswick soon followed him to 
the grave. 

The King of Denmark, although endowed with 
great personal courage, was equally unfortunate. 
Opposed to two such experienced generals, he 
was defeated at every point. His army, seri- 
ously diminished in number, drew back into 
Holstein, and was pursued by Wallenstein. The 
princes of the Union, abandoned to their own 
resources, were compelled to make peace at any 
price. Brandenburg, Holstein, and Mecklenburg, 
which latter the Duke of Wallenstein had re- 
ceived from the Emperor for his pains, were 
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overrun by his army, and tlie towns forced to 
receive Imperial garrisons and acknowledge the 
right of the Duke of Bavaria to the Palatinate. 

It was at this moment, in the beginning of 
1628, that Stralsund resolved to close its gates 
and refuse to admit the Imperial garrison. Pre- 
vious to the scene described in our opening 
chapter, Arnheim had quietly taken possession 
of the little island of Danholm, which lay im- 
mediately in front of the town at the distance 
of about a mile, and from which, had he been 
able to keep it, the town might have been 
brought to terms in a few days. A sharp con- 
test in the dead of night had resulted in his 
being driven from the island; and the Danish 
ships, which had brought over four companies 
of soldiers, had destroyed every boat and craft, 
by means of which the attempt might have 
been renewed. 

As soon as Arnheim received the refusal, he 
established his batteries opposite two of the 
three principal gates of the city. Stralsund pre- 
sented the appearance of an irregular isosceles 
triangle, with its base resting upon the Baltic. 
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At each of the angles there was a strong gate, 
ivith a bridge across the immense ditch. The 
two gates at the sea-side, of which the eastern 
ivas called the Franken Thor, and the western 
the Knipes Thor, did not communicate immedi- 
ately with the town, but opened upon the broad 
and spacious quay. This quay, however, was 
divided from the town by a high and well-de- 
fended wall, in which six heavy iron doors gave 
access to as many streets. These being closed, 
even if the two gates were taken and the quay 
in the enemy's hands, the town was not by any 
means hopelessly lost. 

During the month of May the siege was 
carried on with great vigour. Twice the Knipes 
and Franken Thors had been stormed ; but the 
courage and determination of the citizens had 
averted the danger. One Sunday morning, while 
the greater part of the inhabitants were in the 
churches, a woman, who happened to be on the 
outer wall, saw what looked to her like pre- 
parations for attack. Giving herself but little 
time to verify her observation, she ran to the 
neighbouring guard-house, where no one was 
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conscious of the approaching danger. Seizing 
a drum, she flung it round her neck and ran 
through the town beating the alarm. In a few 
moments the garrison poured out of the churches 
and to the walls, where the Imperial troops 
had already gained some advantage. For some 
hours that Sunday morning the fate of the 
vtown was despaired of; but when the sun de- 
clined in his course the besiegers were once 
more defeated, and one outpost was all they 
gained by the loss of several hundred men. 
This happened on the 2nd of June. 

The citizens, however, foresaw that it would 
be useless to continue the resistance unless 
some help arrived from without. That same 
Sunday afternoon it was resolved to send an 
embassy to Wallenstein, whose principal army 
lay at the time in the environs of Frankfort, 
and learn on what terms he could be induced 
to raise the siege. Curiously enough, a few 
hours after the ship with the embassy had 
sailed, four companies of Danes and two of 
Swedes and Scots arrived in the town, bringing 
with them a considerable quantity of ammu- 
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nition and provisions. It was then unanimously 
resolved to continue the siege, unless Wallen- 
stein should make such terms as could be ac- 
cepted by the town without dishonour. The 
deputation, however, soon returned with the 
news that Wallenstein had made worse terms 
than before, — ^had threatened them with terrible 
vengeance, and had sworn that were the town 
tied to heaven with iron chains he would tear 
it away and make it his. 

On the i6th of June the siege was renewed 
with vigour. On the i8th, Wallenstein himself 
suddenly broke up his camp, and passed Frank- 
fort on his way to Stralsund. On the 30th, an- 
other Swedish reinforcement entered the city, 
not, however, without having to* sustain a severe 
cannonade from the Imperial coast batteries. 
On the 1st of July the sun rose gloriously over 
the city, and promised a magnificent day. And 
now we request our readers to follow us to a 
small house in the city, round which for a time 
our attention must circle. 



CHAPTER III. 
CJ^OSS PURPOSES. 

r I iHE weather was beautiful. Under a cloud- 
less sky and a bright sun, a cool delicious 
sea-breeze wafted perfume through the air. It 
was noon by the clock of St. Nicholas Church, 
for the sound of its chimes had trembled over 
Stralsund not many minutes ago. The city lay 
under the glare of the sun as passively as did 
the blue waters of the Baltic, with barely 
enough motion to show that it was still alive. 
Where was the fierce activity that had stirred 
its inmost core so lately ? Where was the cease- 
less roll of the cannon, the pungent smell of 
powder, the hurrying to and fro? It seemed 
as if a plague had visited the enemy's lines, for 
not a soul was visible; not a helmet, not a 
feather gave the watchful and suspicious garri- 
son the chance of a shot. Treacherous calm ! 

Yet, as long as it lasted, the garrison was 
thankful to somewhat relax its vigilance. 
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The soldiers, not knowing whether it might not 
be their last meal, regaled themselves with such 
simple fare as the already straitened means of 
the city could afford. The burgher went home 
to his wife to impart the hope that perhaps the 
Imperial leaders had thought better of it, and were 
abandoning the siege. It was impossible in the 
glorious summer weather not to feel hope creeping 
into the heart ; it would have been more than 
human to resist the sense of happiness which rest 
and peaceful quiet conveyed to the anxious mind. 

And in the garden at the back of a small 
house in the Franken-Strasse, in the shadow of 
a spreading chestnut-tree, a little group pre- 
sented a striking resemblance to the state of 
affairs in the city. From afar it looked like the 
personification of peace. A maiden was seated 
on a wooden form, and bent her head grace- 
fully over the work in her hand; a youth, 
dressed in the uniform of the burgher guard, 
reclined on the grass at her feet and murmured 
to her in a low voice, and in that broken, 
incoherent manner that seems to belong to the 
spontaneous utterings of the heart. But step 
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closer, and look into that face. Are there not 
the marks of dark, violent, ungovernable pas- 
sion ? What means the clenching of that fist, 
the sudden lifting of the eye, the throwing back 
of the head, and the proud, defiant smile that 
accompany his words ? 

The girl knew them, and understood their 
meaning better than his words. For she had 
studied him almost since they were betrothed as 
children, and even as a girl she had seldom 
been at a loss to discover her playmate's inmost 
mood. And now, while her eyes travelled from 
her handiwork to his face, they were filled with 
a stealthy tear, and a look of deep pity came 
over her beautiful features. 

''Indeed, Theodore," said she, "the mistrust 
and jealousy is all on your own side. Your 
father has no wish,— has no idea of suspecting 
you, I feel sure of that." 

The youth laughed. It was a short, hard 
laugh, with but little merriment ; and he answered 
in a low voice, as though he were afraid to give 
full vent to his speech: "You are right, Helena, 
he no longer suspects me. He has already 
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judged, and he surrounds me with spies. But 
let him; 'twill not be for long." 

The girl's cheeks flushed. 

"You wrong him cruelly, ignobly. Could he 
set men to watch you and report your doings ? 
Could he be afraid of your spending money if 
it affords pleasure to the son whom he so 
dearly loves ? Oh, fie, Theodore ! *' 

The youth glanced up into her face, — so 
lovely, so sad, and so reproachful ; but as if to 
harden himself against that influence, his look 
became gloomier than ever. 

"I expected this," he said; "but I did not 
expect it so soon. I knew that at some time 
or other you would become one of my "enemies, 
like all the rest around me. But I had hoped 
that you at least would tarry somewhat, and try 
to convince yourself that he stints me in every- 
thing; that, under the pretence of giving me 
good advice, he humbles me daily, because he 
knows that he can make me listen, and keeps 
me away, or tries to separate me, from those 
companions of my age who are, at least, not 
wholly selfish. But no matter; it must have 
come sooner or later." 
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His voice, hard at all times, had become doubly 
hard. His cheeks had flushed with indignation, 
and the young face that might have been radiant 
with hope and love and loyal ambition, was dark 
and worn, as though it looked back upon a finished 
life through years of disappointment. 

Helena had listened with suspended breath, and 
trembled at those words. 

"Oh, my friend," she said, laying her hand 
lightly upon his shoulder, "do you know where 
this will end ? It is too fearful to believe," and 
she burst out in tears. "Oh! God will surely, 
surely punish you for this. Pray, Theodore, pray 
that He may forgive you, and throw yourself 
into your father^s arms to-night." 

" He would bid me to be gone," said Theodore, 
" or chide me for being a fool. But this seems to 
touch you strangely. Do you then love him so V* 

" You know right well that there is no one in 
Stralsund for whom I feel so great an affection." 

" Indeed 1 You do not even except your own 
father r 

"Scarcely. And," she added, in a soft tone^ 
"will he not be my father 30on ?" 
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" I doubt it," answered Theodore, doggedly j 
" at least ^" He paused hesitatingly. 

'* At least — ^what would you say?" asked Helena, 
bending over him with compassion. 

"At least," he pursued, sternly, "if your own 
wishes alone were consulted, as they shall be." 

A look of pain passed over Helena's counte- 
nance, but she put her hand gently before her 
lover's lips, and said quietly, " Hush I hush ! 
You would almost make me think you spoke in 
earnest." 

"Nay, then," answered he, "I do speak in 
earnest I am not given to that light-hearted 
folly and jest to which your guests have accus- 
tomed your ear. I mean it, and I say once more, 
that if your wishes alone are consulted you will 
have an English father-in-law instead of a Stral- 
sunder. And I care not how you deny it, for 
your blushes and your looks tell their own tale." 

Her blushes and her looks told something, be- 
yond doubt. Did they acknowledge the truth of 
his words, or had they been summoned by indig- 
nation ? Or was it sorrow at witnessing another 
sign of that dreadful and suspicious temperament } 
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It could scarcely be that, for drawing away the 
hand which, by a better impulse, he had seized, 
she said, in a tremulous tone,-^— 

" What right have you to say those words ? If 
you have no other conversation for me, why do 
you not return to your duty on the walls, and 
leave me at least unmolested ?" 

"And leave you to my rivals," said Theodore 
bitterly. " My future wife asks me why I come to 
visit her for one short hour out of the twenty-four. 
Unreasonable conduct! To fly from the well- 
defended walls of a strong city no longer in 
danger to defend a fortress surrounded by enemies 
of which the garrison " 

"Silence!" said Helena, with heightened colour 
and flashing eyes. " I have promised to be your 
wife, and I will keep my promise. But say not 
another word about this foolish suspicion. I have 
never given you the least ground for it, and you 
have no right to insult me. It is enough that we 
are compelled to entertain them as our guests, 
and have their unwelcome presence forced upon 
us ; but you, who should help and aid me in 
this circumstance, need not aggravate it by your 
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cruel words? He^ I am sure, would not have 
done it." 

Her colour was gone, her eye was dimmed with 
tears, her voice was lost in a sob, and Theodore, 
who had risen, felt exceedingly guilty^ as he was. 
And yet it was a most unfortunate speech. For 
he had mentioned no name, he had fastened his 
suspicions upon no one; but the stress which 
Helena laid upon the pronoun showed that, in her 
mind, at least, there was some one more prominent 
than the rest Some thought like this flashed 
across the young man's brain, and ad he realized 
it he started,'^he seized her hand almost rudely, 
and said : " It is true, then I There w a he T^ 

He waited long and earnestly for an answer. 
But when she spoke not, as though she were too 
much hurt to reply, her lover interpreted th« 
silence in hid own way. 

" It is true, then," he said slowly, " that even 
you turn away from me? You, from whom I 
thought I had a right to expect sympathy—from 
whom I had hoped to gain some love I You too 
have forsaken me for a stranger, — ^an intruder. 
Hark you, Helena!" — he leaned forward and 
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spoke through his set teeth, — " I know not which 
of them it is, but I can guess. At any rate, I can 
learn, and know it I shall. And then " — ^he threw 
her little hand away and clenched his own — "and 
then let me find him, let me meet him alone, out 
of your sight, and ^" 

The muttered threat would have had no great 
efiect upon Helena, had she not known the 
character of her betrothed. She trembled, and 
seized his hand. At this moment a voice pro- 
ceeded from the hous6 which arrested the words 
on her lips, and the influence of her gentle per- 
suasion was counteracted by an unfortunate 
sentence in broken German, spoken in jest, but 
heard in earnest. 

•'Aha!'* — thus spoke a man's voice from the 
garden door—" we have, then, at last trapped the 
fox. What fools we were to hunt him in every 
spot where he was not, and forget the prize that 
draws him hither. Good morrow, fraulein I I 
have come to drag away your cavalier." 

So saying, a young man, dressed in the uniform 
of an officer of thd Scottish regiment in Swedish 
service, stepped out of the house and advanced 
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towards the pair. His manner was free and easy, 
and his homely and good-natured face betrayed 
not by as much as a line the consciousness that 
he was interrupting a delicate quarrel. The fox, 
on the contrary, who had just heard that he was 
trapped, eyed the speaker coldly from head to 
foot, and turning with a slight smile towards his 
betrothed, muttered softly: "What did I tell 
you? Here is one of the hunters, by his own 
confession." 

Helena did as if she had not heard this speech, 
and greeted the new comer with a frank and 
charming smile. 

"Are you so determined a hunter, Herr Ba- 
verley," she said, " that you must needs pursue a 
friend, when foes have fled beyond your reach ?" 

" Well, fair lady, I confess I like something to 
do, especially when it is so pleasing a commission 
as the driving away of a lover, who, as you well 
know, is my deadly rival." 

The maid smiled at this innocent piece of jest- 
ing, for nothing seemed further from his mind 
than to be a rival. The admiration expressed in 
his looks and words was too frank and open. 
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And so her lover seemed to think; for after 
having narrowly watched both, his look became 
calm, and he said, in a cold voice, — " I fear no 
rivals ; for by the unchangeable rules of right and 
virtue, my cause must triumph over yours, even 
without my interference." 

" Nay," answered the other, laughing easily, " I 
fear your cause cannot triumph over all your 
rivals, since every officer in our regiment, and I 
trow every one in yours, aspires to that posi- 
tion." 

He made a gallant bow, but observing that the 
conversation did not please her, he addressed 
himself to the young burgher, began to explain 
how, meeting old Herr Wechter, his father, 
who was on duty at the Tribsee Thor, he had 
been enjoined, if he met his son, to send him 
on. Theodore listened in silence, and eyed the 
speaker with ill-concealed scorn; but while the 
latter was yet speaking he became conscious of 
some one's approach by the manner in which 
young Wechter's look darkened and became fixed 
upon some object behind him. He turned round, 
and exclaimed in English : " What now, Wynd- 
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ham ? What brings you here ? Has Wallensteln 
come?" 

Wyndham approached his fair hostess with a 
bow, perhaps a trifle too ceremonious, and ex* 
tended his hand to her lover. There was about 
him something so winning — ^so thoroughly chiv- 
alrous — ^that Theodore took the offered hand 
without hesitation, but also without warmth. He 
returned the greeting coolly, and threw a look full 
of meaning at Helena. The maid trembled im- 
perceptibly, but not the faintest blush overspread 
her cheeks. None but the closest observer would 
have discovered a change in her; but jealousy, 
than which no observer is more acute, divined her 
resolution to remain easy, and betray by no out- 
ward sign the wild beating of her heart. Jealousy 
wanted no more than this. 

" I have to congratulate you, Herr Lieutenant, 
on your promotion," said the last-arrived, in 
perfect German. *' If this be an earnest of your 
success at arms, I fear not but your career will be 
glorious." 

" Ah me ! " exclaimed his friend, in his broken 
language, "thus goes it with us foreigners. We 
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are at it for years and come to nothing ; and you 
— ^you seize the sword for two, three months, and 
lo, you jump at posts and dignities like a bull at 
a haystack." 

" You forget, sir, that but now I was, in your 
own words, a hunted fox," answered Theodore, 
sternly, almost fiercely ; and turning to Helena, 
he whispered, "I know now. Remember what I 
said, and have a care." And with a haughty 
nod to both young men he strode towards the 
house and disappeared. 



•j 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE ADVENTURE ON THE DANHOLM. 

nr^HIS abrupt departure, and the words Theo- 
^ dore had uttered, but most of all the look 
which accompanied them, left the three youthful 
persons gazing at each other with some feelings 
of embarrassment and confusion. An uneasy 
silence, which became each moment more oppres- 
sive, seemed to have fettered their tongues, until 
at last Lieutenant Baverley recollected that it was 
he who had uttered the words about the hunted 
fox, and said in a tone of regret, — 

" I should be extremely grieved, fairest lady, if 
aught I had said were to have wounded the feel- 
ings of rierr Wechter. I earnestly hope that you 
will convey him my apologies, should you meet 

him ere I do." 

" I do not think that any excuses are needed, 
Herr Lieutenant, where no offence was given. 
Theodore repeated your words in no spirit of 
anger, and his tone and looks referred entirely 
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to something that" — she hesitated — "that had 
passed between us before you came." 

" Then I warrant that that something was of a 
gloomy and unpleasant nature," said honest Ba- 
verley, who was too dull at times to perceive that 
he was treading on dangerous ground ; " and if I 
were a lady's lover " 

He was interrupted by his friend, who started 
impatiently, and said, in a tone, half-jest, half- 
earnest : " My dear William, ere you can fill so 
delicate a post, you want a deal of schooling, me- 
thinks." 

"Nay, on the contrary," said Helena, with a 
sweet smile, but always addressing Baverley, "I 
think the captain too severe in his judgment. 
You would make an admirable cavalier, and should 
the enemy prove too strong for us, and enter the 
town, I hope that I may have no worse protection 
than your sword.*' 

Baverley's face beamed with pleasure, but 
catching a look of disappointment on his friend's 
face, it struck him that he had received more than 
his fair share of the lady's favour, and attempted 
to rectify matters after his own fashion. 
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'*My sword, Mistress Helena,*' he said, "will 
always be at your service. But in that hour of 
need which you spoke of, and which we devoutly 
hope may never come, I feel assured that there 
will be other swords, long before mine can be un- 
sheathed — swords and arms too — that would 
count it an honour to be broken in your pro- 
tection. Such swords, for instance," he added, 
by way of further explanation, "as my friend 
Harry's. Why, madam, he told me only the 
other day in strict confidence -'* 

"Nay, then," she said, smiling, though some- 
what sadly, "if it were told you in such strict 
confidence, I will not hear it of you, for I would 
not have you break your trust. But how is it 
that we find Captain Wyndham here at the hour 
of noon, when he is supposed to be on duty ?" 

"I have come to exchange my helmet for a 
felt hat," answered Wyndham, "for surely the 
heat is almost unbearable. I also have a re- 
quest to you, fair fraulein. It is a request for 
your advice, and yours too, William. I have this 
day met with an adventure which puzzles me, 
and in the following of which I dare not trust 
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myself to act without some guidance. For I 
have my misgivings whether what I have done be 
not a breach of duty, and whether what I would 
do is not more pernicious than beneficial in its 
possible consequences. But listen." He seated 
himself on the wooden bench by her side, un* 
buckled his sword, and laid it on the grass at 
his feet. ■ ' Early this morning I was sent for by 
Colonel Hoik, who, as you know, is at present 
commander of the city. I found him and one of 
the burgomasters, Kranthoff, in earnest convert 
sation about the Danholm. One of the sentries 
had reported that at early dawn he had distinctly 
heard, and, he thinks, seen, persons rowing from 
the enem/s camp to the island. He was positive 
he heard the splashing of the water, but whether 
that was occasioned by rowing or swimming he 
cannot say. At any rate, the colonel was ex-r 
tremely anxious to ascertain whether the enemy 
had broken their agreement and taken possession 
of the island, as in that case we should have bad 
to dislodge them at any cost. They commissioned 
me to row across with twenty picked musketeers. 
I had soon chosen my men, and was rowing 



44 The Maid of Stralstmd. 

towards the island, followed by the other boat, 
for we filled two boats, when a shower of shot 
and bullets from the Imperial battery at the 
Franken Thor obliged us to kneel and He down 
in the bottom of the boat. As soon as we were 
out of their reach, we resumed our seats ; but as 
we were bending down I happened to look to- 
wards the Danholm, and distinctly perceived the 
figure of a man standing on that perpendicular 
piece of rock that almost rises out of the sea. He 
looked not like a soldier, and ere I could bring 
my telescope to my eye and examine the place, 
the figure was gone. Not knowing what con- 
clusion to draw from this apparition, I resolved 
to land on the other side, where the beach is 
better suited for that purpose, since a few men 
on this side of the island might easily have re- 
pelled our attempt. But when we landed, and 
explored the island, we found no trace of any 
human being having visited the island since it 
was evacuated by us. Not content with this re- 
sult, however, I resolved to climb to the top of 
the rock, and satisfy myself that no person was 
hidden there. I had interrogated every one of 
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my men, but no one had seen anything, and I 
myself was now inclined to beh'eve that what I 
had seen was a mere hallucination. I soon 
reached the summit of the rock, which presents 
a most striking view of Stralsund and the Im- 
perial camp. Our respective positions were as 
clearly shown as though they were drawn on a 
map, and I have already advised the colonel to 
establish a little fortress there, from which, by the 
aid of signs, observations of the enemy's move- 
ments can be made. But that has nothing to do 
with my adventure. 

" The top of the rock is covered with low copse- 
wood, reaching, I should say, to my knee ; and as 
I was yet beating it aside to ascertain whether 
it might perchance hide some lurking enemy, I 
fancied I saw a cleft or crevice in the rock behind 
me. I was right. Beating away the branches of 
the trees that seem to grow out of the side of 
the rock farthest away from the city, I saw before 
me a cleft some six feet wide and about six feet 
deep. It ended narrowly towards the island, and 
was covered at the bottom with dry leaves, and 
what looked to me very much like rags. With 
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a sudden impulse, and forgetting that I could 
not be seen by any of my men, for I was hidden 
by those very trees that covered the crevice, I 
jumped into the opening, and ah'ghted on very 
soft ground. But, to my utter amazement, I was 
immediately seized round the body from behind, 
and held as in a vice, while a voice whispered in 
German, ''If you utter a sound you are a dead 
man!" 

The young captain paused, for he observed in 
the female part of hisf audience secret signs of 
alarm. His German, unlike that of his friend, 
was fluent and with little accent ; his manner of 
relation was vivid and dramatic. No wonder 
that the fair listener had clasped her hands and 
trembled at his imminent peril. 

" Be not discomforted," he said, smilingly, " for 
you see no harm has befallen me; not even a 
wound have I received." 

Helena blushed and resumed her work ; but 
William, who had listened attentively, said, sud* 
denly, "You have received no Wound, it is true, 
but your sleeve has. See, it is torn up to the 
elbow, and rudely sewn together with white 
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thread. Here is some work for you, Fraulein 
Helena, by your leave. Had you a scuffle?" 

" Ay, that we had. I felt at once/* thus Wynd- 
ham continued, '' that the arms that held me were 
nervous, but not a match for me in wrestling ; so, 
chancing the fulfilnaent of the threat, I made a 
sudden twist, dug my elbow into my antagonist's 
ribs, for I had perceived that he wore no corselet, 
and in a few seconds I was kneeling on his chest, 
and my hand was on his throat" 

" Ha, ha," laughed William, " they know nothing 
of our Scottish tricks, these lowland villains. I 
warrant it was a Dutchman, or one of Count 
Mansfeldt's old thieves." 

" He looked a worse rogue than they," answered 
Harry,— "a worse rogue than any I have ever seen ; 
and yet methinks there is some good in the villain* 
I know not whether It be that he speaks our 
tongue, or——" 

"Our tongue r* ejaculated William; "was he a 
Scot?^' 

"I know not what he is; but he said in 
good plain English, though with a marvellous 
accent, 'Spare me> captain; for the love of the 
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Virgin, spare me ! * And with that he looked so 
Imploringly at me with his black eyes, and 
through the knotted maze of his dark hair, that 
I had not the heart to make his face darker than 
it was. If I had not heard him say those words 
I would have throttled him for a gipsy, for such 
he looked, and such to all appearances, and by 
his own confession, he is. His ragged dress, his 
tawny hide, and the few gaudy rings he wore 
on his fingers marked him for that too; but his 
speech was so natural, it could scarce have been 
foreign. I looked for a moment at the wild face, 
and said, * That is a bold request to make when 
you have but now shown me what you mean by 
sparing. Here, help!' and with that I called to 
McDonald, my lieutenant. But ere I could raise 
my voice again the gipsy implored me so piteously 
to call no help, not, at any rate, until I should 
have heard him, that I resolved to hear him, 
wondering what he could have to say. It came 
to this. He is an Irishman by birth, a vagabond 
by nature, a thief from necessity, and a gipsy by 
profession. Before this town was besieged he us^d 
to visit it regularly, and live, I dare say, at the 
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expense of some of its inhabitants. But last time 
he was here his wife — ^for you must know this 
man is married — fell ill, and deprived him of half 
his means of living, while she doubled the ex- 
penses thereof. This forced him to be somewhat 
bolder and sharper in his dealings than he would 
have been, and one evening he was forced to fly 
out of the town, leaving his wife behind him in a 
miserable garret." 

" Stay," interrupted Helena, " methinks I know 
that woman ; at least, there is a poor gipsy woman 
in the hospital now who was found by Herr Wech- 
ter in a miserable garret, almost starving. She is 
recovering, — in truth, she is recovered, and would 
be dismissed from the cares of charity were it not 
that she has no place to go to. I feel assured 
that this is the same woman, for she told me even 
to-day that she greatly fears her husband is dead. 
For though the town is besieged, she says, he 
would have found some means of entering it and 
coming to her help." 

"And so he would," said Wyndham, "had I 
not bearded him in his very den. He told me he 
intended to swim across to-night to the city and 

£ 
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endeavour to get in ; if not to-night — to-morrow 
night, until he was either successful or caught. 
He tried last night, and failed. That probably 
was the sound the sentry heard. But now comes 
the difficulty. His lamentable tale of woe, his 
motherless children — for he has three young chil- 
dren somewhere in Poland, he said — and his own 
grief, made me forget my duty. I did not only 
not take him with me as a prisoner and spy, but 
I promised to help him if I could. But now that 
I consider the affair, methinks I have committed 
two blunders. I have, firstly, promised what I 
cannot fulfil ; and secondly, I have not fulfilled 
what I promised. You see, I stand in need of all 
your counsels." 

*' It looks bad," said William, after a pause ; '* if 
not to us, to others. Who knows but that these 
two are in reality spies, playing into each other's 
hands, and intending to learn the secrets of this 
town under the protection of our pity.?" 

"Nay, then, Herr Lieutenant," said Helena, 
"'twere best to let this woman Join her husband 
outside as soon as possible. That she was really 
ill there is no doubt, and the nature of her grati- 
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tude appears to me too genuine to be a mere 
disguise. Besides, she has seen nothing of the 
condition of Stralsund, except as far as it could 
be seen in the hospital, and she cannot but be- 
lieve that there is health and plenty in the town. 
It were perhaps the best polity, as well as the 
greatest mercy, to let her go." 

"Thank you, fair fraulein," said the captain. " I 
feel that you have hit upon the solution. But how 
shall we contrive to let her go?" 

"Why, as to that," said Baverley, "you must 
consult Colonel Hoik." 

"Colonel Hoik!" cried Wyndham, in amaze- 
ment; "why, good William, you are jesting. You 
know that Colonel Hoik is as jealous of us Swedes 
and Scots as ever soldier was of another. And 
if he knew how I had neglected my duty this 
morning, he would have me before court-martial 
to-night ; I feel assured of that. I would far rather 
consult Lord Hamilton, our own commander. He 
will advise us what to do.*' 

" Well, let us go at once, then, ere it grow late. 
And that reminds me that I should have gone 
before to Herr Wechter, who awaits me at the 
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Franken Thor. I shall meet you at the St. 
Jacoba barracks. But, hark you, keep your helmet 
on ; I fear this silence bodes us no good, and we 
have hot work before us." 

He went, and his friend rose to follow him. 
Helena rose too at this, but with some embarrass- 
ment in her looks, Baverley's last words had re- 
minded her of the scene with her betrothed, and 
his threat. Its dreadful meaning came upon her 
with full force, and made her tremble. She laid 
her hand timidly on the young soldier's arm and 
arrested his departure. 

" Herr Captain," she said hesitatingly, " I have 
terrible misgivings that some dreadful event is 
going to happen to you. Indeed it is more than 
a misgiving. I pray you be cautious and guarded, 
and let not your passions be roused by any pro- 
vocation." 

"Nay, fraulein, I understand you not. Has 
some one threatened me ? I knew not that I had 
an enemy.'* 

"Nor did I until to-night,'^ said she, blushing, 
and with tears in her eyes ; " but oh, take care, 
for his passion is dreadful and uncontrollable." 
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He understood whom she meant, and his heart 
gave a leap ; for he saw at a glance what it must 
have cost her to give him that warning against her 
own betrothed. He kissed her hand and left her 
in silence. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE QUARREL. 

/^APTAIN WYNDHAM slowly directed his 
^^ steps towards the St. Jacoba barracks, 
situated at the back of the St. Jacoba church. 
Standing armies were in those days little known, 
and barracks, consequently, there were few, except 
in the residences of the emperors and kings, whose 
body-guard always had a building for themselves. 
In times of war, when soldiers were levied every- 
where, and when besieged towns had to support a 
force for which little or no provision had been 
made, they were generally quartered upon the 
citizens ; and their uncouth and violent behaviour 
made the burden of war fall with double severity 
upon every family. The magistrates of Stralsund 
had understood this, and endeavoured as far as 
possible to meet the difficulty. An empty ware- 
house, which in times of prosperity had been used 
for storing grain and other staple commodities, 
was fitted up as barracks. It produced an un- 
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doubted relief for the citizens ; but on the other 
hand it was found that this advantage was almost 
balanced by an evil, very natural indeed, but more 
rapidly developed than cured. A number of 
soldiers thus brought together under one roof, 
neither restrained by the hardships of a field cam- 
paign, nor diverted from evil companionship by 
the continual change of scene, were not long in 
sinking to that low level of morality which was 
formerly only indicated by the exceptional ex- 
ample of the worst amongst their numbers. The 
officers, too, especially of the Danish forces, were 
far from giving their troops an example of that 
chivalrous spirit and that conscientious endeavour 
to abstain from quarrels which formed one of the 
most important of their published resolutions. 

There was, it is true, a vast difference between 
their conduct and the gross debauchery that 
reigned in the Imperial army. But there was also 
a vast difference in the discipline that reigned on 
either side of the walls of Stralsund. There were 
two things that combined to spread a spirit of 
dissatisfaction and strife amongst the garrison. 
There was want, and there was jealousy. 
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Stralsund, which presented to the enemy its 
impregnable bastions defended by dauntless and 
dogged warriors, was nevertheless in itself a scene 
of petty strife and fierce, though bloodless, con- 
tention. It was possessed by three rival powers. 
The citizens, determined to hold out to the verj'' 
last and to retain their liberty, had enrolled them- 
selves as one man, and formed the burgher-guard. 
The Danish garrison, commanded by Colonel 
Hoik, had arrived in the town before the siege 
had well begun ; and in the absence of the pro- 
mised help from Sweden, that officer had been 
chosen as military commander. He was a man 
of undoubted talents, but of morose and unso- 
ciable temperament. He had few friends, but he 
might have had many admirers had he not taken 
care to make himself so many enemies. Never 
very popular even amongst his own troops, he 
became less so when Swedish help arrived under 
Lord Hamilton. It even began to be suspected 
that he purposed playing the town into Danish 
hands as soon as the siege was raised. It was 
hinted and whispered that several of the young 
officers in the burgher-guard had received tempt- 
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ing offers to enter the Danish army, should they 
assist in bringing this about. And it was feared 
that not a few had tacitly accepted, or but faintly 
rejected, such proposals. It was at any rate 
certain that there existed a much more agreeable 
intercourse between the Danes and the Stralsun- 
ders than between them and the Swedes and Scots. 

The magistrates and town-council of the be- 
sieged city, whom these rumours had not escaped, 
were alarmed, and put on their guard. Christian 
of Denmark was preferable to Wallenstein or 
Ferdinand ; but to escape the latter by submitting 
to the former appeared to them a very poor 
reward for their present self-negation and valour. 
The acts of the colonel were therefore closely 
watched, and a silent resolution was taken that 
at the first opportunity he should be deprived of 
the command. A new isupply of help, under two 
experienced and popular officers, was every day 
expected from Sweden, and it was understood that 
their arrival would give the desired opportunity. 

The relations, meanwhile, between the Swedes 
and Danes were far from amicable. The necessi- 
ties of discipline prevented an open rupture, and 
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outward courtesy between officers was strictly 
enforced ; but the men, less accustomed to control, 
and not so easily managed, were often engaged in 
petty squabbles, which it needed every attention 
to prevent spreading into a contention that would 
speedily have ended in disaster. 

When Captain Wyndham approached the street 
in which the barracks were situated, he was 
agreeably surprised in meeting with one of his 
own countrymen who had been wounded two 
days before. It was thought at the time that the 
wound was highly dangerous, and that the invalid 
would not recover ; but he now limped towards 
the captain with a beaming face, exclaiming, — 

" Well met, my friend ! well met I You see, I 
am not one of the dead yet, although that vile 
chirurgeon would have it so. When he saw that 
I had a bullet in my thigh, it actually occurred to 
him to try and fish it out, instead of cutting about 
and bleeding me to death. And lo! the fellow had 
not been busy more than a few minutes, when 
out came a small piece of lead that would have 
poisoned my whole body. You see, I am almost 
well again." 
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*' I am delighted, Dunnellan, for we could not 
well afford your loss at present I am told that 
you received some letters from England by yester- 
day's ship. I expect some, and I am anxious to 
know how affairs are in London. Are you ad- 
vised at aU ? " 

** Advised and ill-advised, it seems to me, for 
such a load of wrongs and complaints as these 
Londoners now utter would make us think their 
lot uncommon hard. There's nothing but the 
king, the king, the king ; and when the king slips 
out of their reach they fasten their foul spite upon 
my Lord Buckingham. They're very like my 
chirurgeon, who, when he saw that he might not 
cut off my leg, would needs cut off my arm, or at 
least my hand, as a kind of compensation." 

" Come, good Dunnellan," answered Wyiidham 
with a slight laugh, " 1 think I see the reason of 
your discontent with these Londoners. Some 
fair lady at court has written you a letter full of 
admiration for my Lord Buckingham. But I 
doubt you would rather fight the Poles under 
Sir Alexander Leslie, than go with the duke to 
Rochelle and get beaten by the French. I fear 
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he is an evil counsellor and a wretched soldier. 
But what is this tumult I hear ? What can have 
roused the people ?" 

- Ere Dunnellan could answer, there came run- 
ning towards them a Swedish soldier, his yellow 
locks flying in the wind, his leathern jacket 
thrown open, and his whole dress showing signs 
of disorder. 

" Quick, captain ! " he cried in Swedish. 
" There is mischief brewing at the barracks. Your 
Scottish men look as if they wanted blood, and 
some of the Danes are in no peaceful mood 
either." 

Without pausing to ascertain the cause of the 
disturbance, Wyndham and his companion at 
once turned towards the barracks. The narrow 
street resounded with the clamour of quarrel, and 
the gateway, which gave access to a yard, was 
filled with soldiers who expressed their indignation 
in loud shouts of "To the rescue!" "Bundle 
these Danes out of the house/* 

It was with some difficulty that Wyndham 
pushed his way through this crowd ; for although 
they were his own men, they were too much 
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excited to ascertain who it was that endeavoured 
to pass them. At last, however, he gained the 
courtyard, and here he saw at once what it was 
that so ruffled their spirits. It had been enacted 
by the authorities of the town, that in order to 
put some check to the frequent squabbles of the 
armed men, those who were found quarrelling 
should be seized, handed over to their command- 
ing officer, and receive a certain number of lashes, 
according to the quality of the offence. The 
courtyard was nearly square. In one corner of 
it a company of Danes, armed to the teeth, formed 
a wall bristling with sharp steel points, which so 
effectually cut off the angle that the few persons 
within it had not a chance of escape. The rest of 
the yard was filled with Scots and Swedes, who 
were pressing more and more closely upon the 
extended pikes. Some were trying the edges 
of their 'swords upon the polished points, others 
looked with ominous attention at the locks of 
their immense horse-pistols, while the greater num- 
ber were shouting to some one within the inclosed 
angle, and exhorting him to remain firm and not 
to surrender. And there, with the fiery locks 
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streaming over his broad forehead, his teeth firmly 
set, his brawny *st clutching the two-edged $word 
of the Scottish musketeers,' stood a tall, almost gi- 
gantic Scot, who looked as if he intended fully to 
follow up the advice of his clansmen. His back 
was against the angle, and his eyes were fixed on 
five Danes, who were evidently instructed to seize 
him, but who found their duty somewhat dif- 
ficult. 

As Wyndham's eyes flew over all this, he saw 
at a window close to the imprisoned Scot three 
figures, one of which he immediately recognised. 
It was Theodore Wechter; and, as their eyes 
met, Wyndham felt instinctively that he was the 
originator of this tumult, and that his intention 
lay deeper than the mere seizure of that soldier. 

Meanwhile his appearance on the scene had 
silenced the occupants of the court All eyes 
turned with eager expectation to the spot where 
the plume of his helmet could be seen, and fol- 
lowed it to the window occupied by the officers. 

"Are you the officer in command of this 
guard ?" courteously inquired Wyndham of the 
Danish officer who stood by Wechter's side. "If 
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so, have the goodness to explain to me the nature 
of this tumult*' 

*'I cannot satisfy youf curiosity, sir captain," 
answered the Dane, shrugging his shoulders. *' I 
must refer you to my neighbour. He begged me 
to command my men to seize yon Scot ; indeed, 
he did so himself, and promised to take all the 
responsibility." 

Wyndham raised his eyebrows as though he 
were astonished, and glanced inquiringly at young 
Wechter. 

*' I am not aware, sir, that I owe you an ex- 
planation," said the latter, indifferently ; " I shall 
do what the law says, and hand him over to my 
Lord Hamilton. He, I believe, is the command- 
ing officer." 

"Nay, then, I will have nothing more to do 
with the business," cried the Dane. " I am weary 
of these continual differences that begin and end 
in words. If you will not use this moment to 
settle what, I presume, is scarcely worth the while, 
help yourself. I shall hand the prisoner over to 
his captain." And leaning out of the window, he 
gave the command to fall out. The pikes were 
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raised, the men fell into disorder, and with half- 
sullen, half-contented faces, made way for the 
liberated Scot, who strode up to his captain, and 
handed him his sword. 

" They would have had a tough job in taking 
this thing from me, captain," said he, in broad 
Scotch, and with a look of defiance at Wechter ; 
"for I would have died ere I would have been 
flogged by any but my own sergeant." 

A quick flush spread over Wyndham's face; but 
before he could utter a word Dunnellan said, look- 
ing fixedly at the young burgher, " Did you 
intend to administer punishment to a Scottish 
soldier, my young sir.^" 

" Had you but come a few moments later, you 
would have witnessed it," was the curt reply. 
But I am quite willing to transfer it to some one 
else, if he be not afraid." 

" Afraid ! " cried the other, growing purple with 
rage. ''See, there's my answer!" And plucking 
the leathern glove from his hand, he hurled it at 
the young burgher, Wyndham caught his hand 
just in time to cause it to fall harmless to the 
ground. But the insult had been given, and the 
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two men looked at each other defiantly, while 
a cheer broke from the Scots who bad crowded 
round the two officers, and who perfectly under- 
stood the meaning of the little pantomime, 

".What a fool you are, Dunnellan," whispered 
Wyndham ; " you know we cannot allow a duel ; 
and what is the meaning of this provocation ? I 
charge you on your honour to give him no meet- 
ing, for I fear his hatred is not against you, but 
against me. He must have known that Roger is 
my body-servant.'* 

" Ay, captain, and methinks that is the reason 
he would have flogged me," said Roger ; " for he 
came here not many moments ago, looking as 
dark as a thunder-cloud, and he saw me wrestling 
in this yard with a Dane whom I had thrown to 
the ground in fair fight. ' Ah ! that is Wyndham*s 
servant,' said he ; ' it is time we made an example 
of him and his master.' And with that he caused 
me to be arrested by the guard. It is a good 
thing that our men were near at hand." 

Wyndham shook his head and replied nothing. 
The men, seeing that the difference had been 
settled, retired, Roger, whom his master con- 

F 
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signed to the charge of a sergeant, was led away, 
and Wyndham and Dunnellan remained alone, 

" Promise me that, whatever happens, you will 
not fight with that young hot-headed fool," said 
Wyndham, 

" I cannot promise that ; the honour of our 
regiment is involved." 

" Then I must hasten to Lord Hamilton to see 
that it is prevented ; for I feel certain that he 
bears you no ill-will, but me, and I cannot con- 
sent to change hands with you." He left the bar- 
racks with a hasty step, but had scarcely turned 
the corner of the St. Jacoba street when a cannon- 
shot came howling through the air. It was fol- 
lowed by others in rapid succession, and in a few 
minutes war was once more busy around the 
city. 



CHAPTER VI. 

DISMOUNTING THE ''DEMON'' 

'npHE guns of the Imperial batteries, which had 
•^ been silent the whole of that morning, now 
began playing upon the three principal gates of 
Stralsund with redoubled force, and were answered 
from within with equal energy. As Captain 
Wyndham reached the house where Lord Hamil- 
ton had been quartered, he was met by an orderly, 
who communicated to him that an attack upon the 
Franken Gate seemed to be preparing, and that 
his company was forming on the quay. Lord 
Hamilton was already there, as the orderly said, 
to give them " tit for tat." Wyndham immediately 
turned about, and going round by the Town-hall, 
intended crossing the market, that being the 
shortest way to the quay. But as he turned the 
corner of the building, several people came run- 
ning towards him with evident signs of alarm. At 
the same moment pieces of slate of no contempt- 
ible size fell within a few yards of him into a 
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thousand shivers, and a loud crash convinced him 
that something unusual had happened. 

He was not long kept in doubt. Quickly run- 
ning round the Town-hall, he followed the gaze of 
the few people whom fright and consternation had 
not completely overtaken, and just as he lifted 
his eyes to the magnificent spires of St. Nicholas 
church another crash, louder than before, and a 
shower of slate that made his position extremely 
dangerous, told him that the besiegers had suc- 
ceeded in aiming one of their guns at the spire, 
and would set the church on fire before the sun 
had set. Not a moment was to be lost Seizing 
his sword in one hand and his helmet in the other, 
he ran to the quay. Soldiers met him everywhere, 
for by this time the drums sounded the alarm all 
over the town. The enemy did not seem to have 
spent their morning without profit ; for as he ran 
along the quay he could see that some of the most 
prominent of the jetties which ran out into the sea 
were being shot to pieces, the balls making sad 
havoc amongst the boats that were tied to them. 
Breathless and panting, he arrived at the church of 
the Holy Ghost, and found the whole of the Scot^ 
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tish regiment drawn up behind it. Baverley gazed 
at him in amazement, but he interrupted him with 
the impatient question: "Where is Lord Hamil- 
ton?" 

" He is at the bastion, commanding the guns. I 
spoke to him about the woman, and he will not 
hear of it." 

" Woman } what woman .?" asked Wyndham, 
whom the whole circumstance had escaped. 

" The gipsy woman, of whom you spoke but now." 

Wyndham uttered an impatient exclamation, 
and turned towards the bastion, when another 
crash and several exclamations stopped him. 
Pieces of slate, splinters, and stones were flying 
about, and several of the Scots sank down, 
wounded and stunned. The Holy Ghost church 
seemed another aim for the Imperial guns. He 
paused for a moment, looked thoughtfully at the 
spire and - at the men, and calling Baverley to 
him, pointed to some sheds in the distance, 
saying, "Take the men away from the church, 
and post them near those sheds. I think they 
have an object in aiming at these spires. I am 
going to the bastion." 
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The bastion was enveloped in a cloud of smoke, 
and presented a scene of great activity. Heaps of 
shot, neatly piled, lay on the ground. The swarthy 
gunners, looking grim and ominous, like their 
guns, were silently doing their work. Leaning 
against the parapet, or kneeling on the ground, 
so as to escape the bullet of the enemy, they 
kept their eyes fixed upon their officers, jumping 
to their post at the word of command, and per- 
forming their duty with firm-set teeth, or even 
with a muttered joke. A small group of officers sat 
on the ground, with a plan of the works before 
them on a drum. They were in earnest discussion, 
and frequently referred to the drawing. 

" I am totally at a loss what to make of them," 
said one. "Yesterday they were pounding away 
at the Franken Gate as if they intended to burn 
all their powder in reducing it to ruins, and this 
bastion was scarcely safe for a dog to be in ; and 
now they take no more notice of us than if we 
were still in Poland." 

"And no wonder, my lord,^' returned Wyndham, 
who had overheard the last part; "and to my 
thinking there is great reason in what they do." 
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"Hallo, my dear Wyndham," said a Swedish 
officer ; " what makes you so heated ? It's surely 
a very bad sign to see an officer run himself out 
of breath?" 

" And so would you be if you saw the tiles and 
slates flying about as thick as hail. My lord, there 
is not a moment to be lost if we would spare the 
St Nicholas church. You know the enemy have 
two immense guns, as powerful as all the others 
put together, and which we call Demons. I am 
convinced that one of these has been aimed at 
the church, and they will begin shooting with red- 
hot shot when they have knocked the spire down. 
It is just within range of your bastion, and you 
might silence it" 

"The demon!" exclaimed Lord Hamilton; 
" why that gun is in their most northern battery, 
and almost opposite this ravelin,*' and he pointed 
with his finger to the map. " It is entirely out of 
our range, and to silence it from the Franken Gate 
itself is impossible, for almost every gun there is 
dismounted." 

"Down, captain! down!*' shouted one of the 
gunners ; " they can see your helmet and feather, 
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and they are taking aim ; I can see the gleam of 
their muskets." 

At the same moment a volley of musketry rang 
from over the water, and the bullets whistled over 
their heads and crashed through the foliage of the 
trees. Wyndham took the warning and sank 
down on one knee, when a terrible report shook 
the earth, and a black cloud of smoke enveloped 
them. A short and grim laugh went up from 
amongst the gunners. 

" That is the way, sir ; show them we have some 
powder left." 

"Who said the demon was in their northern 
battery ?" asked Wyndham. " It is wrong ; I am 
convinced of it. They could not aim at the side 
of the St. Nicholas from there, but the balls would 
strike her in the back ; and now they hit her full 
in the side, so they must have removed the gun. 
Where is the plan .?" 

" Here," said Lord Hamilton, laying his hand on 
it. " See, they are assembling their men in the 
trenches. We saw them paraded before our eyes, 
and we heard the bugles sounding. They are 
going to try an assault at the Franken Gate, and 
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want to keep us engaged ; that seems to me their 
intention/' 

At this moment an orderly hurried up, and 
saluting Lord Hamilton, informed him that the 
enemy had thrown a bomb on the market-place, 
by the St Maria church, and had effected an im- 
mense amount of damage, as two regiments were 
drawn up there in anticipation of the assault. 

" That proves my theory," exclaimed Wyndham, 
almost joyously. " You see what their real inten- 
tion is. They make us believe that they are going 
to assault the Franken Gate, and so draw all our 
men out into the streets; in the meantime they 
aim their shot at the spires of the churches, or 
throw bombs on the market-place, — mind you, on 
the market-place^ — where in all probability the 
soldiers would be drawn up, and where conse- 
quently they can inflict the greatest amount of 
damage to the garrison. I can see ^" 

Another officer of the Danish troops here ap- 
peared on the scene, and threw a hasty look 
around him. 

"Colonel Hoik presents his compliments to 
your lordship, and ^* 
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"Down, sir officer! down!'* again sounded the 
warning from the gunner, but this time too late. 
A tremendous volley of musketry, far exceeding 
the first, crashed upon them. The officer stag- 
gered, turned pale, threw up his hands, and sank 
backward on the ground, a small stream of blood 
trickling from his lips. Lord Hamilton started up 
with an exclamation of impatience, and ran to the 
wounded man. Wyndham did the same; but as 
he glanced at the pale face, on which the colour of 
death was already settling, he recognised to his 
grief the young Danish officer with whom the con- 
versation in the barracks had commenced. A 
bullet seemed to have pierced his throat, having 
slipped in between the corselet and the steel collar. 
His head hung heavily upon Wyndham^s arms as 
he lifted it and raised the heavy helmet The 
dark brown hair fell in a disorderly mass over the 
pallid forehead, and the blue veins in which his 
lifers blood was already flowing tardily, stood out 
perceptibly, as upon a piece of polished marble. 
For a moment only the three officers stood 
Ground their comrade in silence. The exigencies 
of war leave but little time for those gentler 
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thoughts, which its terrible effects call forth in 
the sympathetic mind. The cries of battle 
drown the sigh of pity. 

With knitted brow Lord Hamilton turned to- 
wards some of the gunners, and ordered them to 
carry the body to the hospital. Then glancing 
again at the plan on the drum, he said, in a stern 
and determined voice, "These muskets must be 
silenced. What advise, you, sirs ?" 

" My lord,'' said Wyndham, taking the plan in 
his hands, "allow me to give you my opinion of 
the real danger, and the mode of checking it. 
The enemy have thrown up opposite this bastion 
three redans, of which the one nearest the sea — 
But what is this V* said he, looking again at the 
plan, and throwing it aside with a movement of 
disdain ; " this plan is signally wrong. See here — 
this is the position. I made this map carefully 
myself this morning from my observations at the 
Danholm ; I could see the immense demon in this 
second redan as plainly as I see you. This is 
where it is ; and there we must direct our fire. I 
pray you line the parapet with our musketeers ; 
their locks carry a fair distance^ and their aim is 



76 The Maid of Stralsund. 

sure. I will forfeit my life there is no attack in- 
tended on the gate. Tis but a ruse." 

"You are very right, Wyndham, I believe," 
exclaimed Hamilton; "how could I be so foolish 
as not to see it? Strange, too, that this plan 
should be so wrong, for 'twas drawn by a young 
burgher of great promise, so Hoik told me, who 
seemed to foster some affection for him. But be 
it so. Take you the guns, Wyndham, and pound 
away ; dismount that dangerous demon, and your 
name will be mentioned to the king. And you, 
sir," to a sergeant, "bid Lieutenant Baverley 
march all his muskets close to the parapet towards 
this bastion, and let him spare no powder. These 
Imperialists fight without fear. They are all 
washed with the holy water, and they think their 
sins are absolved, so they should be ready for 
purgatory. PU to the colonel, whose young friend 
deserves to be put in the public stocks, — and he 
shall be, if I have aught to say here." 

Wyndham now closely examined the enemy's 
lines, and soon recognised the position of his de- 
moniacal antagonist. Close application to the 

« 

theories of that genius in the science of fortifica- 
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tion, Koevoet, had made our captain master of his 
gun. It was not long ere his shots, carefully 
aimed and repeated with rapidity, told upon the 
Imperial battery. For one hour and a half an 
incessant cannonade was kept up. 

The enemy, perceiving that some new spirit 
possessed the guns of the besieged, directed their 
full fire to the obnoxious bastion. This was ex- 
actly what Wyndham wanted. He had calculated 
that when their attention was entirely directed to 
the Holy Ghost bastion, but little notice would be 
taken of the guns at the Franken Gate, which 
had been silent as yet. He therefore left the 
bastion under the superintendence of Dunnellan, 
and slipped round to the Gate. It was as he 
had expected. The enemy exposed themselves 
as if no Franken Gate existed, and he was able, 
without their noticing his movements, to aim two 
of his guns almost exactly at right angles with the 
direction of the fire from the bastion. The demon, 
an immense gun, which, with its counterpart on 
the other side of the town, was doing terrible 
damage, had poured its shot upon the bastion 
with fatal precision. Wyndham watched the black 
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muzzle slip out of the embrasure and vomit out 
its red thunder. Then he slowly bent down and 
aimed one of his guns carefully, saying, with a 
grim smile, to the gunner, "The moment I say 
fire, drop the match/' 

For a longer period than usual the terrible 
demon kept the listeners waiting. All eyes were 
strained ; some ventured to announce it when the 
flash of a minor gun dazzled their ^y^s. But 
Wyndham silently regarded through his glass the 
particular spot where the muzzle was to appear, 
without attending to what went on around him. 

"Fire,'' he whispered, at last. Off went the 
gun, and the eager party were enveloped in a 
cloud of smoke. When it cleared up no muzzle 
appeared. The demon was dismounted, and from 
that moment never answered its mate from the 
other side of the walls. 



CHAPTER VII. 
AFTER THE FRAY. 

A S the shades of night stole over the contending 
-^^^ parties, the fire from their guns became gra- 
dually less frequent, and the dull boom and thud 
that bad filled the air for six hours at last gave 
place to an almost death-like silence. When it 
became clear to those of the city that no attack 
was intended, the garrison, which had been so 
hastily assembled, was dismissed ; and those of the 
inhabitants whose only means of defence and war- 
fare was prayer, once more thanked God that, at 
least for that moment, the imminent peril had 
subsided. 

Captain Wyndham, who was naturally very 
proud of his success at the bastion, knew his duty 
too well to remain at a post which was not strictly 
his, a moment longer than he could help. It was 
with pleasure therefore that he received the order 
to disniiss his men ; having done which he took 
his friend's arm, intending to go home and snatch 
a little rest. But Baverley was one of those men, 
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fortunate or unfortunate, as the case may be, in 
whose head only one idea rules supreme at one 
time. Indeed, that circumstance was the principal 
cause of his having accompanied his friend across 
the seas. They were both sons of well-to-do land- 
holders in one of the southern counties of Scotland, 
and probably would have followed their fathers* 
peaceful occupation had it been left to William 
Baverley's choice. But in this, as in most other 
matters of great importance, Wyndham generally 
decided for both, Baverley's one great idea being to 
stick to his friend and follow him wherever he went. 
Wyndham's soul had been fired by the accounts 
he had heard of the doings of his countrymen, 
some of them very well known to him, who had 
gone over to Holland or Sweden, to fight under 
Prince Maurice of Nassau, or the young King of 
Sweden. When he expressed a wish to join Sir 
Alexander Leslie in Sweden, his father gave a 
reluctant consent, but was pleased in his heart that 
the old spirit of the family had not yet died out. 
For the Wyndhams had been of English origin, 
but had been for centuries settled in the North, and 
some of them fell at Flodden. 
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Seeing Harry determined, it needed very little 
for Baverley to make up his mind ; and so irrevoca- 
bly was this done that his father, having to choose 
between giving his consent or seeing his son go off 
without it, wisely chose the former, and sent him 
oflf equipped to the best of his ability. From .that 
time the two friends were scarcely ever out of each 
other's sight, fought side by side, and tasted the 
hardships and pleasures of a soldier's life in com- 
mon. But the natural boldness and energy as 
well as the greater intelligence of Wyndham 
soon marked him out for promotion ; and it is thus 
that we see him captain after three years* service, 
while his friend, who cheerfully acknowledged his 
superiority, remained lieutenant As they were 
walking together towards Pastor Hermann's house, 
where they were domiciled, Baverley looked up, 
after a moment's pause, and said, " And what said 
my Lord Hamilton to you ? I warrant it was not 
overmuch, for he seemed mighty curt to me this 
morning." 

"Nay, I did not plague him with my private 
concerns on such a day as this. 'Tis like enough 
he should be curt to any one. And, indeed, I had 

G 
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no need to ask him about anything, and least of all 
about this poor gipsy woman. My own judgment 
tells me what I had better do." 

" I should let her remain for the present, at any 
rate/' s^id Baverley, " especially after what we have 
had this afternoon." 

" Ay, and what is more, I am truly sorry that I 
ever allowed that villain, that gipsy or whatever he 
was, to escape my hands ; for I fear me he has made 
better use of his position on the top of that rock 
than I believed he would. I could wager my com- 
mission to a pound Scots that he made a survey 
of the town and all the market-places, and thus 
directed their fire to the mo.st harmful spots." 

"We'll have no wagers, if you please, for you 
know they are pacta illicitae or unlawful bargains ; 
and anything unlawful comes from the devil, as I 
firmly believe that gipsy did. But what you say 
about his having used the information he got on 
the top of that f ock seems very probable. At any 
rate, I know Pastor Hermann's church is sorely 
havocked, and Dunnellan was wounded in the 
head and carried off, bleeding, so that I pitied 
him." 
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'* Dunnellan I " exclaimed Wyndham ; " why, he 
has scarce recovered from his other wound. Let 
us go to the hospital and see whether he be there. 
There is a wounded Dane, too, whom I should like 
to see ; though his dimmed eye and blanched lips 
told a silent tale of hastening death. But let us 
go. He may be alive still." 

The hospital, a small building in the western part 
of the town, was filled with wounded. Those two 
demons had committed sad ravages among the 
garrison; and the small rooms, badly ventilated 
and badly lighted, contained many a life hovering 
on the borders of death. But here, amidst these 
scenes of suffering almost unbearable, where men 
in the prime of life were thrown down, never per- 
haps to rise again, — ^where spirits, an hour ago 
buoyant and fearless, were slowly sinking into 
unconsciousness, ministering angels were softly 
stealing from crib to crib, and noiselessly, tenderly, 
and skilfully attending to the wants of the sufferers. 

Wyndham and Baverley entered quietly, and in 
a whisper asked the sentry on guard whether an 
officer of the Scots had been brought in during the 
firing. The man could give them no precise infor- 
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mation, but thought that if he were in the hospital 
he must be in the room immediately to the right 
of the entrance, since all the wounded had been 
carried thither. Meeting no one to whom they 
could apply for more direct information, they en- 
tered the room, but paused on the threshold. Beds 
had been improvised on the floor in a somewhat 
irregular manner, owing to the unexpected number 
of casualties. A lamp suspended from the ceiling 
threw a faint and smoky light upon the occupants, 
and gave their faces a yellowish colour. But one 
bed, in the corner farthest from the door, was 
strongly illuminated, and upon it the attention of 
such of the patients as had preserved sufficient 
strength was riveted. 

A wounded man was supported in the arms of a 
young maiden, his head lay upon her bosom, and 
her gentle hand pressed a cool bandage to his 
burning forehead. A venerable old man, whose 
white locks presented a strange contrast to the 
dark and matted hair of the dying soldier, read in 
a low voice from a book before him ; a strange- 
looking woman, with glittering eyes and the dark 
complexion of the daughters of the south, held a 
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light, which she shaded with her hand so as to 
temper its brightness to the fading sight. 

" It is Dunnellan/' whispered Baverley ; " he is 
dying, as I feared. And there is the woman we 
spoke of, unless I am mistaken," 

"Hush!'' whispered his friend; "he is dying, 
indeed. Let us not disturb him. He is in the 
arms of Helena. If we move she must hear us 
or see us.'-' 

They remained where they were. The low but 
clear voice of the pastor read glorious words of 
comfort and assurance to the departing spirit. 
A muttered "amen,** a sigh or a sob, was all 
that was heard in the room; and, as if by 
special arrangement, when the last words had 
gone forth from his lips, the solemn strains of 
an evening hymn, — played by the Swedish band 
on the market-place, — floated through the open 
window into the room. 

At this moment the young nurse lifted her 
head, and her eyes met those of Wyndham fixed 
upon her with such an expression of admiration 
and sympathy that she blushed deeply. The 
two friends came to her side and kneeled down. 
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The wounded man recognised them, although he 
was unable to speak. His large eyes turned to 
Wyndham, and their silent eloquence moved him 
to tears ; for no one who had not been present at 
the scene in the barracks that afternoon could com* 
prehend what that look meant It meant this, — 

" Although I had received a warning, I heeded 
it not ; in the arrogance of my recovered health 
I provoked the punishment which has now been 
dealt me by a higher hand. Oh, if I could but 
be at peace before the sun setteth, and part in 
anger from no man whose soul may follow mine 
ere it rise again to-morrow V^ 

And behind that look he saw thoughts about 
those by whom the news of his death would be 
received as a heavy blow; and a little pitying 
sorrow that his youth — ^his bright youth — should 
be cut off so suddenly; and a lingering look of 
affection at the fading twilight; and as many 
things more as might be told — if they could be 
told — in a long, long chapter. 

Wyndham pressed the cold hand, and putting 
his lips to Dunnellan's ear, he whispered, " Shall 
I bring him hither V* 
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Dunnellan gave a faint nod, and a glimmer of 
light came across his face. 

"There is some sore trouble that presses his 
spirit, I think," said the pastor, rising. " I have 
prayed that it might be taken away, and I trust 
it will speedily, for he has not long to live." 

"I think I know what it is," said Wyndham, 
rising too. ** I hope I may be able to relieve 
him. I shall return within the hour.*' 

He hastened out of the house of death and 
through the streets, where the people were relat- 
ing and exaggerating the day's evil, as if it 
were not enough ; and it struck him painfully 
how little had been needed to put him alto- 
gether in Dunnellan's position ; for the provoca- 
tion at the barracks was on his lips, and the 
death that struck his comrade had passed over 
him a thousand times, and harmed him not. 

Not knowing where to find young Wechter, — 
for it was he whom Dunnellan wanted to see, — 
he directed his steps to the barracks ; but on 
crossing the Townhall Square, where the magis- 
trates were assembled, he ran up against the 
figure of a man leaning against the door of the 
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St. Nicholas Church, with arms folded and his 
head sunk upon his breast. Wyndham gently 
laid his hand on the man's shoulder: ''I have 
been seeking you." 

The youth shook him off roughly, and ex- 
claimed, ''Begone! I shall not seek you until 
I shall want you I But leave me now, unless 
you would provoke me to raise my hand in 
unfair slaughter. You have done me enough 
harm this day already." 

"Even therefore would 1 remedy the evil I 
have brought. Dunnellan, with whom you had 
a difference at noon, is dying, and he sorely 
wishes to see you and make peace ere he leaves 
this world. Oh, refuse him not !" 

" Refuse him ! Nay, not I ! Go, tell him he 
has my full pardon, and all fair wishes on his 
journey. Know you not that my challenge was 
not meant for him, the sorry dog, but for a 
foreign cur of even meaner breed." 

" Come, I am willing to interpret your language 
to-morrow ; but put aside all rankling thoughts 
to-day, and follow me. It is not I that beg, but 
he and your betrothed, and Pastor Hermann.*' 
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"Ah/^ answered the other, with a rude laugh, 
"no wonder you were there with such pleasant 
company. But go. I have no sympathy with 
the living, and I have none for the dying." And 
turning round he strode away. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

BITTER FRUITS. 

'T^HE following morning, when Wyndham had 
^ refreshed himself from the fatigues of the 
previous day, he left his slumbering friend at an 
early hour, and hurried to the quay to inhale 
the cool breath from the sea. It was Sunday, 
and everything was silent in the city. The week 
had ended with carnage, another would begin 
with prayer, but ere that too was gone by, a 
terrible fate was to come over the unconscious 
town. Somewhat to his astonishment, the only 
other person he found on the quay was old 
Wechter, who returned his good morning with 
a gravity which was scarcely in keeping with his 
usual politeness and affability. In the opening 
chapter it was stated that he was one of the 
most respected and best liked of the magistrates 
of Stralsund. His wealth, and the judicious and 
benevolent use to which he put it, his unaffected 
piety and his unflinching honesty, made him the 
darling of the people ; and even the fact that 
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he belonged to the Calvinistic sect seemed an 
advantage, by the bold yet kindly and generous 
manner in which he defended his principles, with- 
out following the general example of heaping 
anathemas on his opponents. 

It would be strange if with so much prosperity 
there were not in good Herr Wechter's house a 
skeleton in the cupboard, a thorn in his flesh, 
the pains of which were carefully concealed from 
the gaze of the curious, but felt with increased 
severity in hours of solitude. Hope deferred 
maketh the heart sick ; but hopes shattered and 
cruelly broken, what effect have they upon the 
heart! When a man occupies a prominent and 
honourable position, which he owes to his own 
exertions, it is but natural that his gaze should 
travel to that period of his life when his name 
will be borne, when his position will be occupied, 
and when he himself will be reflected, by his 
children. When he is at the same time a 
Christian and a patriot, he will endeavour to 
imbue them with those principles which are the 
mainstay of his happiness, and he will count it 
a pleasure to relate to them passages from a life 
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full of experience which he can afford to look 
back upon with a smile. He will point out to 
them the dangers that threatened him and that 
seemed so harmless, the little causes that had 
such great consequences, and the ends that were 
commonly considered to be so important, but 
that repaid the labourer so very scantily ; and 
even when his life has been one of such hard- 
ships and trials and suffering that its recollection 
can scarcely fail to bring back with it part of 
the pain that was felt at the time, even then he 
does not grudge having to draw upon his memory 
for a topic so unpleasant when he sees that the 
lessons it teaches make a deep impression upon 
the mind of those whom he desires to teach. 

Herr Wechter could not have been accused of 
building castles in the air, if he had hoped that 
the only son which remained of all his children 
would to some extent occupy such a place, 
would with eagerness listen to such counsels, 
and would prefer his father's experience to his 
own. But he was disappointed. Long before 
Theodore had ceased to be a child in years, he 
had ceased to be a child in affection and obedi- 
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ence. Many years before he had arrived at the 
age of discretion, he presumed to decide between 
right and wrong ; and what pained his father 
most of all was this, that he could detect in 
his son^s decisions and arguments that he was 
actuated, not by some precocious spirit of scru- 
tiny, or some extraordinary genius for criticism, 
but by a sullen, dogged, and unholy spirit of 
opposition, which caused him to receive his father's 
lessons and his mother's gentle persuasions with 
ungrateful and unchildlike suspicion. 

It is easy for those who have not witnessed 
the disease to talk of a remedy; and many are 
prepared to show that mercy, or the rod, or love, 
or sternness, or all of these, are the infallible 
antidotes to the poison. But rare, it might almost 
be said unknown, is the wisdom that can treat a 
case so difficult, so heartbreaking, and so un- 
promising. Herr Wechter may possibly have 
possessed that wisdom, but it is to be feared 
that the complaint of his child was incurable; 
for when he had watched him with ceaseless 
anxiety from year to year until he became a 
m^in, and when the time had arrived that he 
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possessed some right to that tone which he had 
so long assumed, there was scarcely anything 
in religion, in politics, or even in business matters, 
which they had in common. His gloomy and 
distrustful temper was directly opposed to his 
father's cheerful and benevolent nature. 

It was therefore with no great astonishment, 
though with undiminished pain, that Herr Wech- 
ter saw his son display but little interest and no 
enthusiasm in the great struggle with which, at 
the beginning of 1628, the city was threatened. 
Neither phase of the Reformed religion interested 
him in the least. His political opinions, as far as 
in those days they could be separated from reli- 
gious opinions, were undecided. Had he been 
born in Vienna or Paris, and had his father been 
a chamberlain of the Emperor or King, his spirit 
of opposition would have led him to prefer a 
commonwealth such as that of Stralsund. But 
now that Herr Wechter was one of the chief 
magistrates of that commonwealth, he suspected, 
and suspected rightly, that Theodore's sympathies 
must of necessity lie in another direction. Since 
the Danes had entered the town, however, he 
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became fixed, and to some extent outspoken. 
He openly sided with them in all disputes, warmly 
defended the suspected colonel, and advocated 
the plan of placing the town unconditionally in 
the hands of King Christian. For some time 
Herr Wechter had doubts whether any induce- 
ment had caused his son to advocate such a plan ; 
for the idea of going contrary to his father's 
opinions and the general sentiments seemed a 
sufficient bait to tempt him. 

Within the last few days, however, certain 
things had convinced him that his son had added 
disloyalty to the catalogue of his sins, and that 
he was one of those of the burgher-guard who 
had accepted the offer of Danish promotion. A 
greater blow it would scarcely have been possible 
to give to Herr Wechter. It was no longer in 
his power to hide his grief under the usual smile ; 
and when Captain Wyndham approached him, 
he received a curt answer instead of the usual 
pleasant greeting. 

" I would be vexed," said Wyndham, " if I could 
ascribe the cause of your coldness to my demea- 
nour. If it be so, I pray you let me hear it, so 
that I may ask your pardon." 
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The burgher-captain looked at the speaker's 
honest face, and finding that it expressed sym- 
pathy and grief, became involuntarily somewhat 
gentler in his tone, as he said, — 

" There is nothing I know of, sir captain, that 
could have turned my mind against you. Believe 
me, I honour and respect you as much as ever. 
But see, the sun has risen hours ago, and I should 
be home." 

And with this he turned towards the city. But 
Wyndham laid a gentle hand upon his arm. 

" Stay, Herr Wechter. You have some sorrow. 
Is it anything in which I can help, or in which 
my sympathy would be of avail.? I hope your 
son Theodore is not wounded, for I like him, — I 
like him indeed." 

The drowning man clutched at the straw. Was 
it possible that this foreigner, the only man whom 
he had ever heard express a liking for his son, 
might be able to give him some direct proof of 
his son's innocence } He looked hard at him for 
some moments. 

"Ay," he said at last, "he has been woun* 

ded." 
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'* Truly? In what part? Was it badly? I 
saw him yesternight, and he seemed well." 

" Ay, it is badly, dangerously," answered Herr 
Wechter. 

" And where ? In what part of his body ? Is 
there hope for him ?** 

" I am afraid not, Herr Captain ; although I 
am overjoyed to find you with such feeling for my 
son." 

"Oh, I am grieved to hear this!" cried Wynd- 
ham, in accents of genuine sorrow ; " the more 
because, unwittingly, I must have pained him 
yesterday. Lord Hamilton had a chart of the 
city and of the enemy's works, and I condemned 
it, and told him it was badly done ; and I knew 
not it was your son's until afterwards. But I am 
truly sorry." 

" Nay, good Herr Wyndham, listen to me. 
That chart I know was drawn by my son, and 
drawn wrongly, because he knows not the art and 
secret of the craft But I would ask you, on 
your word of a knight, have you not heard some 
rumours in the town abqut the Danes and their 
aspirations ?" 

H 
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" Who has not, Herr Wechter ? But who that 
hears them does not see at once that they are 
absurd ? But about your son ; where is his 
wound?" 

" I am coming to that ; and now that I would 
continue, I feel as though to stop were best, for 
methinks I can hear in the tone of your voice, 
and see in the dim expression of your face, that 
you suspect my question and know its answer." 

Wyndham looked down upon the quay, and 
said not a word. 

" Then tell me," asked the other, almost fiercely 
grasping his arm and shaking it slightly, " do" you 
know it for a truth that my son is a traitor ?" 

" Nay, I know nothing, nor will I be convinced 
that he is. That were too foul a crime for one 
who bears your name." 

"Ah!" said the burgher, bitterly, "the crime is 
no such great stranger when the thought is a 
friend; and what thought has been too foul for 
him not to be taken into his brain and hugged 
and brooded over till it reached its fullest matu- 
rity of wickedness ? Oh that he had died, like the 
rest, when he was young 1 for surely it is better 
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to miss them all here than to miss one hereafter. 
But, say you truly, have you heard nothing?" 

" I have heard that he favours the Danes, and 
would have entered their ranks but for the 
magistrates' forbiddance. But that is no great 
crime." 

" Young man," said Wechter, solemnly, " it is 
no great crime ; but know you not that a feather 
may turn the balance ? Had he been true in 
other things, he had not failed greatly in this. 
But he has crossed me in all things ; he has done 
as much to disgrace my name as I and my an- 
cestors have done to raise it. When I was his 
age I was the bosom friend of Oxenstiema at 
Jena. And now, when I have been twice elected 
burgomaster, — mind you, twice ! and that happens 
but to few, — ^he would betray the town to the 
Danes. Oh ! I heard it yesterday, not long before 
the cannonade began, and I called him to me. 
He would not deny it, and I was stern with him, 
— oh, I was stern !" 

"And you did wrong to be so stern, — for he 
himself is such ; and when did steel, when it met 
steel, ever produce aught but sparks? You should 
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have taken him to your heart, and chid him like 
a father; that might have touched him/' 

'* I know it would not, Herr Captain," answered 
the burgher, his face assuming a sad expression ; 
" I felt my anger roused at the sight of him, and 
I have no longer faith in soft words," 

"And yet," said Wyndham, "I earnestly be- 
lieve that neither you nor any other living being 
has as much influence over him as the sweet angel 
to whom he is betrothed. She is all gentleness, 
and she rules him." 

"Ay, but I am afraid he will lose her too," 
said the father ; " for his wiles and humours are 
at times past angels' patience. But do you speak 
to him. You say you like him; you can better 
bend your mind to gentle persuasion than I can. 
And now let me begone, for there is service in 
Pastor Hermann's church, and I would hear him 
this morning. God give you good day." 

Wyndham looked after the departing magis- 
trate with very mingled feelings. Such genuine 
sorrow, such deep affliction at his son's perver- 
sion, such honesty and simpleness of mind, and 
withal, such petty pride and vanity! 



CHAPTER IX. 

A STRANGE VISIT. 

A WEEK went by ; Wyndham tried earnestly 
■^ ^ to fulfil his promise to Herr Wechter ; but 
as it had been given without much hope, he was 
not greatly astonished at the failure. The mo- 
ment he endeavoured to enter into any kind of 
confidential and friendly intercourse with Theo- 
dore, he was repulsed with haughtiness. But 
when he threw out a delicate hint to warn him 
against his alliance with the Danes, it was as if 
he had applied a match to some explosive sub- 
tance. The young burgher's wrath was terrible. 
He was aware, he said, from what quarter this 
admonition came ; and he was astonished that his 
father had not sent one of his apprentices to do 
the business, as they would certainly have done 
it less clumsily. He even went so far as to ask 
Wyndham how much he was paid for his service. 
Being thus repulsed, Wyndham resolved not to 
try again, and had as little intercourse with 
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Theodore as he could ; the more as he saw plainly 
that it was the latter's intention, in some way or 
other, to force him to a duel. 

He so regulated his sojourn at the pastor's 
house, therefore, that there should be no ground 
for the most jealous lover to suspect that his 
attentions were directed to Helena. It cost him 
a hard struggle to miss her beautiful face, nor 
hear her silvery voice as it consoled the patients 
under her care ; but he knew that he must do 
it in justice to himself as well as to her be- 
trothed. In spite of this avoidance however, 
Theodore's demeanour became more gloomy and 
insolent than ever. To Helena he behaved with 
a coldness and nonchalance that cut her to the 
heart. To her amiable father, with a contempt 
for all that was sacred and revered by the old 
man, that made Baverley's blood boil in his 
veins ; and had it not been for his friend's positive 
instructions and earnest entreaties they would 
have quarrelled. And, yet, through his coldness 
to Helena there sometimes shot a flame of love, 
of admiration, so intense, so rapturous, that it 
moved her generous heart with tender pity, and 



A Strange Vtstt. 103 

made her love this dark and rebellious spirit as 
angels may be said to love and weep over the 
fallen. She knew that she alone could save him 
from total misery. For to be loved by no one 
amongst men is indeed as miserable a condition 
as humanity can come to. 

The behaviour of Helena's father all this sad 
while was truly touching. With a delicacy and 
forbearance that no one would have suspected in 
him who saw him in one of his violent fits of 
anger against the assailants of his doctrines, he 
strove to influence the youth's mind. By quaint 
stories sparkling with kindly humour and rich 
teaching, by kind arguments, by generous forget- 
fulness of what was due to his white hairs, he 
laboured to bend this tree. But it was of no 
avail. Theodore listened but heard not, and went 
away unrelenting. 

Helena in the meanwhile was busily engaged 
in her work of charity in the hospital. Dunnel- 
lan, although without hope, was still alive. His 
wound, which the science of those days was 
utterly unable to deal with, was fatal ; but his 
life, that might have fled the moment he had 
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received the woundi lingered from day to day. 
What gentle care, what tender nursing could do 
to alleviate his pain, his patient and beautiful 
nurse did ; and it was only at his bedside that 
Wyndham had an opportunity of speaking to 
her or of hearing her voice. 

One day, when he rose from the bedside of 
the unconscious soldier to visit Lord Hamilton, 

a 

she approached him in a confused and hesitating 
manner. It seemed, indeed, as if she were on the 
point of making some request, when suddenly 
the gipsy woman entered and cast at her a 
glance of reproach. The young soldier fancied 
that her slight frame trembled ; but when he 
asked her whether he could be of any service, 
she paused, and said, suddenly, " No, Herr 
Captain, except you could tell me the watch- 
word to-night at the Vehr-Gate, for Dunnellan 
woke up last night and asked for you in a faint 
voice. I sent to our house, but you were absent 
on night duty, and ere we could have had you 
here he was once more unconscious ; so, if we 
knew the watchword, we might send at once, and 
you might be here in time." 
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To say that Wyndham did not believe this 
would be saying too much, for he gave her what 
she required, and having respectfully kissed her 
hand, departed. But there was that in her air, 
her look, and the whole tenor of her speech, that 
seemed to him at variance with her usual self. 
He found a ready explanation in the manner in 
which she was circumstanced ; and when he thought 
of the things she had to bear when yet so young, 
he pitied her, and loved her more than ever. 

On the morning after Helena had made him 
the request at the bedside of his wounded 
comrade, Wyndham sat in the guard-house won- 
dering whether Dunnellan had woke up and called 
for him. There was just the faintest possible glim- 
mer in the east that heralded the coming day, 
but the lanterns and torches in the guard-house 
were still blazing. He had made the usual 
round of inspection, and found everything quiet, 
and he had stretched himself on the wooden 
form to snatch a few moments' sleep, when the 
sentry^s challenge of " Wer da } " brought him 
quickly to his feet. He stepped out of the 
guard-house on to the quay, and started, for 
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there before him, in the red and yellow glare 
of a torch, and the pale and still uncertain 
light of the dawn, stood the form of Helena. 

When she saw him, her head sank on her 
bosom ; and there was a painful shrinking and 
hesitation in her demeanour that showed how 
fully aware she was of the strangeness of her 
act Wyndham had not a word to utter. The 
light played on his cuirass and his own bronzed 
features not more fitfully than did conjectures 
and wonderments as to the cause of this visit 
fly across his brain. 

*' I am afraid, Herr Captain, you are somewhat 
astonished at my appearance ? '' said Helena, who 
had now recovered her self-composure, and spoke 
with a firm voice ; " and, soothly, I myself would 
wonder were it not that I had good reason 
for my mission." 

"Indeed,^* answered Harry, "I confess that 
your sudden appearance somewhat startled me ; 
but I do hope the reason of your coming is 
not a sad one, for I could bear to see you in 
another capacity than that of the bringer of 
ill-tidings. But I pray you be seated." 
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" Nay, Herr Wyndham," answered Helena ; and 
this time her voice trembled, notwithstanding 
her effort to control it. " I thank you for your 
attention, but I cannot accept it. I only came 
hither to tell you that your friend is no more. 
He died not more than half an hour ago." 

Wyndham got more and more puzzled. That 
she should come herself in the very last ex- 
tremity, and pray him come and see his friend 
in his last hour, he could have understood. 
But that she should come, and come alone, to 
tell him that his friend was dead, puzzled him 
extremely. He would have ascribed it to her 
love for him had he dared, or had he not 
known her high-minded niodesty so well. He 
stepped out of the door, and seizing her hand, 
he said, in a low voice, ** Helena, dearest Helena, 
forgive me ; but was this well ? What moved 
you to commit so great an indiscretion } Go 
home, and forgive me for having spoken so 
harshly to you." 

As he spoke he felt her little hand tremble, 
and turn hot and cold. It seemed as if the 
sound of his low and earnest voice was more 
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than she could bear ; for she drooped, and had 
he not supported her slender frame, she must 
have fallen. She had covered her face witli 
both hands, and for some moments she lay 
within his arms motionless. What strange 
variety of thought and emotion went through 
the honest captain's heart at that moment ! By 
a sudden effort Helena regained her self-posses- 
sion. She did not raise her eyes to those of 
her companion, but she gave him her hand, 
saying, "Farewell, Herr Captain. You have not 
offended, though you have misunderstood me. 
I cannot now tell you what induced me to 
come to you, but some day I will explain it, 
and you will not blame me. I hope that day 
will not be far off. Farewell !" 

A sweet though sad smile accompanied these 
words, and showed the young officer, through 
all his doubts and wonderings, that she did not 
blame herself for this act. 
*'0 Helena!'* he exclaimed, "I beseech you — " 
** Hush, hush !'' she said, hurriedly and with a 
look of pain ; " there is some one coming. I 
must go ; I dare not be seen !" 
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She hurried towards the nearest gate that led 
from the quay to the city. Wyndham made 
one or two steps as if he would follow her ; 
but returning quickly, called his servant Roger, 
and directed him to follow the maid and see 
her safely home. 

Scarcely had Roger followed the dim figure, 
when another approached the guard-house from 
the opposite side, and curtly answered the sen- 
try's challenge. It needed no second listening 
to tell Wyndham that he heard Theodore's 
voice, the man of all others he could not allow 
to pass. He must stop him at any cost 

"What brings you here, at this unseemly 
hour, sir lieutenant ? Any orders ?" 

"None," was the curt reply; and Theodore 
attempted to pass him. 

" Softly, sir," said Wyndham, stepping in front 
of him ; " what is your errand V 

" Let me by," said the youth in a tone of 
furiously pent-up passion. " Let me by, or as 

I live "; he did not finish his sentence, but 

brought his hand to the hilt of his sword. 

" Stay," answered Wyndham, calmly. " By 
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right, at that gesture I should bring out the 
guard and arrest you ; and I promise you I 
shall do it if you make that motion again. I 
am the officer of the guard, and I desire your 
business at this hour of the morning. 

" My business ? " said Theodore, with a short 
laugh. " I have come too late to witness a 
touching interview. Tell me, captain, who is 
the lady I saw on this very spot a moment 
since } Have I any knowledge of her ? " 

Wyndham was silent. He would gladly have 
given any name, but he was no adept at telling 
falsehoods ; and he felt that falsehoods would be 
thrown away in this case. By this time, how- 
ever, he heard the clang of the gate as it 
admitted Helena into the town, and he breathed 
more freely. 

" Come," he said, after a moment's pause, "this 
is too absurd. Your dislike for me has driven 
you to the verge of madness. Why will you 
hate me ? " 

"Why will you come between me and my 
hopes, my ambitions, my everything ? " answered 
the youth; and in the dawn his face almost 
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terrified Wyndham with its wildness. " Did you 
not tell my father that I was in alliance with 
the Danes? 'Did you not tell Hoik that I had 
endeavoured to create a disturbance in the bar- 
racks ? Did you not condemn my chart of the 
town ? Did you not with all your arts en 
deavour to alienate from me the only being 
that cares for me ? " 

Although he saw his opponent's steel glisten, 
Wyndham drew not. " Nay," he said, " I must 
not to-night. I cannot. I am on duty." 

"That excuse melts before the sun, sir 
captain, for your duty ends with day. You will 
hear from me when you are at leisure. Mean- 
while, I follow your lady; I would know her 
business, since you know mine." 



CHAPTER X. 

BROKEN A T LAST. 

OCARCELY knowing how to meet Helena 
after what had happened that morning, 
Wyndham resolved not to go to the house until 
the hour should have come when she usually 
repaired to the hospital, or visited the sick of 
her father's congregation. A certain feeling of 
delicacy withheld him from taking any advantage 
the occurrence might have put in his way. His 
mind was so thoroughly made up as to the rights 
of Theodore, that he shrank from interpreting 
her visit in the manner most in accordance with 
his inmost feelings, and it seemed to him like 
a faithless breaking of his promise to Herr Wech- 
ter, not to do everything in his power to mend 
matters between the betrothed. Little did he know 
that at that very hour the breach had been 
widened beyond healing ; and that, partly through 
circumstances, but mostly through the distrustful- 
ness of his own temper, Theodore was led into 
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an act that directly influenced the whole of his 
life and the life of those with whom our story 
is connected. For what had happened? 

At the hour when Theodore knew that his 
betrothed was generally alone, he presented him- 
self to her, as may be imagined, in anything 
but a conciliatory and amiable spirit. This was 
no unusual thing for him, and for that very reason 
it had always been Helena's aim to chase the 
gloomy and angry clouds from his mind; and 
what with her beauty, the fascination of her 
manner, and the sweetness of a temper that 
would not be ruffled, it was seldom that she 
exercised her arts in vain. Such had been her 
conduct so long as she had nothing wherewith 
to reproach herself; but this morning it was 
different. There was now something to defend, 
and there was a consciousness within her that 
she could no longer meet his reproaches and 
suspicions with a perfect candour. Ah ! she had 
not been able to do that for some time past, but 
the change had never till now been brought so 
clearly before her. Accordingly there was in her 
demeanour and in her look a hauteur, very trifling, 

I 
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and easily to be subdued, but not by reproaches. 
Had Theodore understood this, he would have 
been wise. 

The weather * was fitill magnificent. The be- 
siegers kept up a lazy cannonade that was scarcely 
answered by those of the city, except when either 
party, grown too careless by the absence of 
danger, exposed its men too much, in which case 
a sharp exchange of musket-shots would suddenly 
ring through the air. 

Helena had taken up her position in the little 
room that opened into the garden, and there her 
spinning-wheel went busily round, and her nimble 
fingers threaded the fiax with such dexterity that 
the eye could scarcely follow them. Presently 
the house-door latch was lifted, and a well-known 
step sounded on the red tiles wherewith the front 
room was paved. The door was pushed open, 
and the eyes of Theodore sternly regarded his 
betrothed. She had looked up from her work 
with a bright smile, intending to welcome him as 
usual ; but the expression of his face, and per- 
haps the contrast it offered to the expression she 
had been conscious of calling forth on another 
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face that morning, made the smile fade upon her 
lips, and a silent nod was all she vouchsafed her 
lover. 

"Did you expect another?" asked he, bitterly; 
"because methinks the expression of your face 
tells tales/' 

" In truth," answered she, with dignity, " I did 
expect another welcome this morning." 

"Ah," said he, with a forced laugh, "a welcome, 
perchance, that would haye been more agreeable, 
and that would have been a continuation of the 
tender farewell this morning on the quay.^" 

The silent look of reproach that Helena threw 
upon him fired his passion still m6re. He ap- 
proached the spinning-wheel, and seizing it with 
no very gentle hand, arrested its motion. 

"I have to congratulate both ourselves with 
the accident that brought me thither. Had I but 
known that you entertain such taste for morning 
walks, 'twould have been my pleasure to provide 
you with a safer guide. Hush! you need not 
look offended at my having stopped your wheel. 
I know he would not have done that ; but — ■ — ^" 

" Nay, you say truly ; he would not have done 
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it, nor shall I allow you to do it Pray let mc 
work, and remember that you have no right what- 
ever to dictate my comings and goings, as you 
seem to imagine/' 

"Aha!" said Theodore, entirely taken aback 
by so unusual a speech; "has he converted my 
little dove into a hawk? Listen, Helena! You 
know whose blood this is?" 

And with these words he pulled his sword out 
of its scabbard, and showed her a deep red stain 
upon the steel. For a moment the maiden looked 
at the murderous and self-convicted weapon with- 
out seeming to understand what she really saw. 
Then turning deadly pale, a cry broke from her 
lips, and she tottered towards the door. Theodore 
sprang forward quickly, and caught her in his 
arms. But as she fell upon the cold steel of his 
cuirass, it seemed as if the touch worked upon 
her with magic. She shuddered, and with one 
effort loosened herself from his support There 
was in her face an expression he had never seen 
before ; there was in her blue ^y^% a certain 
fierceness that for the moment seemed positively 
to change their colour. She looked at him fixedly. 
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and pushing the golden hair away from her tem- 
ples, exclaimed, — 

"You have slain him — ^he who was innocent, 
who was good, who was so generous ! You have 
slain him for an offence he had not dreamed of 
committing ! Theodore, I might have loved you, 
and as your wedded wife I might have learned 
to honour and obey you. But now, I could not 
love his murderer — no, never ! Oh, cruel, cruel ! " 
and sobbing, she pressed her face against her 
trembling hands. 

Theodore stood before her abashed, humbled, 
and terrified by her words. At the same time, 
she looked so exquisitely lovely in her pure 
sorrow, that he sank on one knee before her and 
endeavoured to seize her hand. 

" Forgive me, Helena," he cried ; " I have gone 
too far. I only meant to show you what might 
be. My jealousy prompted me. Forgive me if I 
have erred, and let it show you that I love you 
so deeply that I cannot bear the thought of your 
loving another. Wyndham is alive; he is not 
even hurt. Ah ! that seems to please you. He 
goes about as yet untouched, and if he lists can 
rob me of my only treasure." 
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"Enough, sir," interrupted Helena, looking at 
him coldly, and withdrawing her hand; "you 
have been mean enough to use an artifice, so 
that you might entrap and surprise me. Your 
conduct now has taught me that I can never 
entertain for you that respect without which I 
should think it wrong to take you as my hus- 
band." 

She turned from him coldly, and ere he could 
rush to the door she had left the room and 
had disappeared. 



CHAPTER XI. 

BEYOND HEALING, 

TT 7HEN the man. who anticipates an easy 
^ ^ conquest is suddenly and totally defeated, 
the severity of his disaster will be in proportion 
to his own self-confidence. 

Helena's generous and yielding spirit had made 
Theodore so unaccustomed to opposition, that 
for some moments after she had left the room 
he actually felt as though he had driven her fron? 
him, and by compelling her to confess that she 
favoured the Scot, had renounced her for ever. 
A curious coincidence ended this self-deception. 

As he stood in the middle of the room, * a 
sound as of some one talking vehemently reached 
his ear. The next moment the door opened, 
and Pastor Hermann stood on the threshold. 
His features wore a strange expression. The 
mouth that was usually parted with a humorous 
and pleasant smile was now firmly set and severe ; 
the eyes flamed with an angry fire; the whole 
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figure, somewhat bent with age, was now erect 
and bold, and the head was thrown back with 
defiance. As soon as his eyes rested upon the 
youth, he advanced towards him with a firm step, 
saying,— 

"And thou! thou art another of those who 
associate with the shameful betrayers of the Lord 
and His cause. I ask thee, how canst thou justify 
thy behaviour ? In what respect is the Lutheran 
consubstantiation better than the Popish tran- 
substantiation.? Are they not both a cursed 
idolatry ? Turn up the Bible from the first, page 
to the last, and thou mayest have my head if 
thou canst find one word of such a doctrine in 
the holy book. Do they not twist the truth so 
that it becometh a lie ? And wouldst thou put 
up with such children of Beh'al ? I understand 
not how thou, a reformed Christian " 

" I ?" asked the astonished young burgher, at 
once puzzled and irritated by this sudden theo- 
logical outburst of the excited pastor. " I know 
not " 

"Yea, there lies the rub," continued the Cal- 
vinist, in the same flood of words, which admitted 
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of no interruption. "Thou shouldst know at 
least that Lutheranism is worse than Popery, 
inasmuch as there is some sense, however small, 
in the Popish doctrines of confession and abso- 
lution. It behoves " 

" Nay, but, good pastor,*' said Theodore sternly, 
" I understand not " 

*' How canst thou, who art foolish in thine own 
conceit ? Nay, try me not with argument. I will 
shatter thy reason to the four corners of the 
earth : for thou hast eyes and thou seest not, 
neither, having ears, dost thou understand; and 
ere I can adopt thee as my son " 

He suddenly paused in his sentence while ob- 
serving the pallor that overspread the youth's 
face. For the moment, the late interview and 
its result had vanished from Theodore's brain, 
but these words suddenly brought it before him 
in all its intensity. 

"I think there need be little fear of that," 
said he bitterly, and with a wretched smile ; 
"where father and daughter are both so intent 
upon breaking the chain that ties us, it should be 
stronger than it is, were it to stand the strain." 
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The pastor looked at him as one awaking out 
of a dream, and said slowly, " How now ; what 
ails thee, lad ? What was this about my daughter, 
and a chain that binds her ? You look pale and 
saddened, surely nothing serious has befallen 
her ?'' 

Theodore retained a sullen silence, for he 
thought the pastor was mocking him, whereas 
that good man, having but recently issued out 
of a pitched battle with several of his most de- 
termined opponents, and but dimly perceiving 
his change of audience, could not interpret an 
answer which he had not clearly understood. 

" Pardon me, my son," he continued, in his 
usual affectionate tone. '' I meant not to upbraid 
thee. But the spirit within me is like a roused 
lion when I encounter these foolish and strong- 
headed men " 

"And like the lion, you care not whom you 
attack, Herr Pastor." 

"Truly. I have put my trust in the Lord, 
and I have not the fear of man," answered he, 
with a momentary flash in his eye. "I was but 
now holding forth to our syndic, and I have 
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overcome him, although he would not submit. 
I am grieved that my arguments should have 
wounded yoUy but truth is a sharp and two-edged 
sword ^' 

" Nay, Herr Pastor, it was not your arguments 
that wounded me ; but you will please to remem- 
ber that you refused to accept me any longer 
as a son. I forego that honour, since it is an 
honour no longer." 

" As how } These be strong words from your 
lips." 

"Ask your daughter, and if she gives you no 
answer, I have none." 

" My daughter .?" 

The old man said these two words with such 
grand dignity and perfect astonishment that 
Theodore looked somewhat abashed. But at this 
moment his eyes beheld something behind the 
pastor that clouded his brow again and com- 
pressed his lips — it was the face of his own father. 

"Well, sirrah,^' said the latter, regarding his 
son over the pastor's shoulder with a stern look, 
"what should we ask of sweet Helena? Is the 
charge so grave that you cannot utter it V^ 
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"No, sir/* answered the son, sulkily; "but I 
care not to accuse her before so partial a tri- 
bunal Why, sir, it wants but little knowledge 
to read in your face that you are, as usual, against 
me." 

" And, my son," said the pastor, in a fatherly 
yet earnest tone, "I think in this case you are 
right. Come, I believe I know the substance of 
your charge. Was it not about this morning V* 

" I care not to deny it." 

"And had you known the matter as I know 
it, you would have loved her more for her very 
indiscretion. You saw her on the quay ?" 

"Ay, I did so. But what matters? I have 
neither a right nor wish to know anything now." 

"Listen. She was there to favour the flight 
of some poor gipsy woman who yearns for her 
children afar off. She told me all this morning, 
and I rebuked her, but I loved her for it." 

"And yet, sir, if she were as innocent as you 
would have her be, how comes she to be in con- 
versation with Captain Wyndham at so unseemly 
an hour.^ and how does she refuse me that ex- 
planation in which she can make you believe so 
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easily ? But I thank you, sir ; I thank you 
greatly. I do not feel that admiration for an act 
of treason which you seem to have. But where 
I can no longer love, I can at least punish." 

'*And whom would you punish?" asked his 
father. 

" With whom the guilt lies," answered his son, 
curtly. 

" Captain Wyndham ? For surely he alone can 
break the law who knows it/' 

**And he alone shall feel the law who broke 
it," answered the other with compressed lips. 

"Fie, Theodore! Would you have the law 
down on your rival for doing a godly act of mercy; 
and that because he acted on the noble inspira- 
tion of her who needs must fly to others when 
she sees you unwilling to help and assist her?'' 

" Call him not my rival/' interrupted the youth, 
who had grown even paler than before ; " he is 
that no longer." 

"What is he then?'* asked the pastor, who had 
eyed Theodore with pity. 

" He is what I was, or would be." 

" He loves her, you mean ? But do not you ? 
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Come, Theodore, let me call her down, and end 
this most unhappy interview." 

" Nay, Herr Pastor, call her not. I would not 
have her now, for I know now that she loves me 
not ; and and *' 

Hard though his face looked, and fierce, if he 
had uttered another word he must have broken 
out into tears. 

"My son, I knew this would come!*** said the 
father. *' When we betrothed ye to each other as 
children we prayed to God that He might lead 
your hearts to love Him and each other. But 
you have chosen to forsake Him first, and her 
now. I have seen your jealousy of the Scot in- 
crease day by day, and I have watched how fierce 
and deadly is your hatred. You are my son, and 
I am bound to love you. But though I love 
you, I thank God that you shall not marry that 
sweet maid whom I love as my daughter, for 
assuredly you would have spoiled her life. Go ! 
Repent of your folly, and think not that you can 
punish Wyndham so easily. For while you were 
a-bed the Colonel Rosladin arrived, — he and his 
valiant friend Duval, — and he is now commander 
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of the city. Your beloved Hoik has no more 
power than you yourself; and ere you charge the 
Scot with treason, examine yourself and see that 
you are not to blame." 

The latter part of these words was said as 
Theodore left the room with a haughty step and 
an incredulous smile on his lips. 

The pastor looked after him with pitying eye, 
and turning to old Wechter, he said : " I fear, my 
friend, thou art too hard with him." 

"Iron is sharpened by iron,^' answered the 
burgher. 

" But sharp iron is blunted by it." 

Theodore strode out of the house, feeling more 
lonely and at war with all the world than if he 
had been a solitary knight amongst innumerable 
armies of Saracens. He was fully resolved now 
to force a duel upon the unwilling Scot, in which 
it would be impossible for one at least to escape. 
But he was foiled even in that. While walking 
towards the barracks, where he would have found 
Wyndham, he met a fellow-officer of the burgher 
guards who confirmed what he had not before 
believed, that Rosladin had that morning arrived. 
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He told him also that in consequence the watches 
had been altered^ and that they must assemble 
on the Townhall Square within a quarter of an 
hour. 

Scarcely had Theodore time to hurry on his 
armour, when the bugle called him to duty. And 
in the evening, as he walked through the town, 
tired with passion and his work, an ugly whisper 
went from ear to ear, and people looked at each 
other in silence, for they dared not tell each 
other what they feared ; but the whisper was 
this, — "Wallenstein has come!" 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE STORMING OF STRALSUND. 

YES, Wallenstein had come. The stir and 
bustle in the Imperial camp was caused by 
the arrival of the great general with the whole of 
his army and fifty heavy guns. No sooner had 
he received and dismissed the deputation at 
Frankfort, than he followed almost at its heels to 
enforce his answer. 

Wyndham was at his usual post at the Franken 
Gate on that night The weather was magni- 
ficent. The stars shone out with the brilliancy 
of gems in a robe of sable velvet Not a breath 
stirred the leaves, and the mass of water that 
came lapping and oozing round the jetties and 
boats was as smooth as the surface of a lake. 
The heat and silence alike were oppressive. To 
our captain they were more; they were almost 
maddening. A peculiar sensation, which he had 
never before experienced, seemed to inspire him 
with a sort of physical fear. The knowledge that 

K 
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danger, perhaps death, was certain to come within 
twenty-four hours, made the absolute peace of 
the surroundings doubly painful. He could not 
bear to be in the company of the junior officers in 
the guard-house, who were eagerly discussing the 
probable current of events. His whole body was 
so sensitive that the least touch sent a thrill of 
pain through him. He rose and stepped out 
upon the quay, but the monotony of the sentry's 
step irritated him. He longed to fly where 
nothing could disturb him, — where even the hopes 
and fears that now divided his heart would be 
silenced, and where the incessant chasing of one 
wild thought after another might cease for one 
moment to oppress his soul with gloom or to 
elevate it with an ecstasy of delight. He turned 
towards the Holy-Ghost bastion, where there was 
the smallest chance of his being disturbed, wishing 
for nothing so much as to be alone with his 
thoughts. He had not taken many steps on the 
covered way that led to the bastion, when he was 
stopped by the slight figure of a man whose 
features in the uncertain light it was impossible 
to recognise. 
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" Captain Wyndham, if I am not amiss V^ said 
an authoritative voice in Swedish. 

"Colonel Rosladin I " exclaimed Wyndham joy- 
ously. "What is your pleasure.^" 

" To shake you by the hand> sir. I have been 
informed of your doings, and I am glad to have a 
word apart with you. Let us to the guard-house." 

A few steps brought them to the guard-house, 
and into the room where about a dozen officers 
were congregated, refreshing themselves with 
wine. The appearance of the close-knit, hard- 
grained, weather-beaten little man, whose dark 
eyes regarded them with such authority, caused 
them to rise in silence. 

" I would advise such of the officers as are not 
on duty to retire and betake themselves to rest 
for awhile ; they will need all they can get," said 
Rosladin. "And those who are on duty will go 
to their respective posts." 

"And now," said the new commander, when 
they were alone, " what of the town ? Know you 
the number of inhabitants, and the garrison that 
we can depend on in the event of a storm?" 

"The inhabitants number eighteen thousand," 
answered Wyndham ; " and in urgent case of 
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need, I think we might reckon on eight thousand 
men capable of defence, including the three thou- 
sand Danes and Swedes. I feel as if the urgency 
is not far off." 

" Ay, captain, I shall not be surprised if Fried- 
land storms to-morrow at all the three gates. He 
has not come for nothing/' 

The assurance was almost a pleasure to 
Wyndham. There was now, at any rate, a proba- 
ble end to his feverish suspense and the strange 
anxiety that oppressed him. 

"And I am told there is great scarcity in 
the city,*' said the colonel. " If it be so, and 
if no help or provision can come to us, it is 
scarce worth our while to fight.*' 

** I know not that our provisions are scarce 
as yet/* answered Wyndham ; *' but I fear they 
will become so, for even your ships brought us 
but little, if you consider the hungry mouths it 
has to feed.** 

" And for that little you have to thank Banner, 
to whom your possible want occurred at the 
last moment, or rather General Leslie, who sent 
a special message to Banner to remind him.** 
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"I confess I am somewhat surprised/* said 
Wyndham, "that the king has not sent a larger 
force. Methought, now that his war with Poland 
is over, and he knoweth the sore stress of this 
town, he might have sent us greater help.*' 

"So thought I, Herr Captain," answered Ros- 
ladin ; " but it almost seems to me as if the king 
were in dubious mind about sustaining this 
siege; his counsels being at war 'twixt open 
rupture which must follow, and the abandon- 
ment of such an undertaking.'' 

" But now that we are here, let us keep it 
for him," said Wyndham ; " and I beseech you, 
colonel, order me to double the guards at the 
gates, for I feel as though, even at this hour, 
they are preparing a bloody onslaught. There's 
that within me that tells me there is danger 
near; and my soul, like the sea-gull at the ap- 
proach of a storm, flutters and trembles within 



me. 



" Come, let us visit the works ; and, as we go, 
tell me the whole tale of that curious dispute 
between the Danish and Swedish soldiers. They 
say that Colonel Hoik intended treason; but I 
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do not believe it, for he resigned the command 
to me with such fair and honourable mien, that 
were this true he must be a sad hypocrite. 
Come, the night is fine, and let us hope it is 
the herald of a finer day," 

Towards the morning, when the light of the 
stars began to fade, and by degrees the differ- 
ent objects started into sight in the grey dawn, it 
became unmistakably evident that the Imperials 
were making preparations of some sort. The 
sound of their drums and trumpets was dis- 
tinctly heard at the gate, and Wyndham 
immediately despatched an orderly for rein*- 
forcements. The message had scarcely been de- 
livered to Rosladin, when another arrived from 
the Knipes Gate and another from the Tribsee 
Gate, requesting help in all haste. For some 
moments the officers — Rosladin, Duval, Hoik, and 
Hamilton — had a consultation together, then the 
last three hurried away in different directions. In 
a few moments the whole city was up and doing. 
Not many tyt^ had been closed that night in 
heavy sleep, and many a bed had been unoccu- 
pied; for the whisper, "Wallenstein has come!" 
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had been repeated at every door, and had driven 
slumber away. At the first notes of the bugle, 
every door opened as if by magic, and burghers 
and musketeers ran out into the cool morning 
air. They passed each other with a cordial 
salute; all differences were now forgotten, all 
petty jealousy and strife swept away before the 
approaching shadow of the dark wings of the 
angel of death. 

The engagement commenced at the Knipes 
Gate, where Rosladin himself commanded, shrewdly 
guessing that here Wallenstein would be present 
in person. The outworks of both the Knipes 
and Franken Gates had been seriously damaged 
by the Imperial fire. Large breaches had been 
made in the walls ; the cannon were disabled. 
The guns of the enemy, posted during the 
night, completely swept part of the approach 
from the gates to the outer bastions; the outer 
bastions themselves were almost like an open 
battle-field, to be defended by dogged courage, 
and by that alone. 

With a ringing cheer the Imperial musket* 
eer? advanced towards the breach. They were 
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greeted with a volley from the burgher guard, 
to whom the honour of defending their own walls 
had been given. But the waves of the advancing 
tide are no more indifferent to the faint summer 
breeze than were these veterans to that volley. 
On they came in an irregular line, eager faces 
crushing in between glistening swords and helmets. 
A second volley seemed to give them a new 
impulse. There is blood, there is plunder to 
be had. On, ye men of Friedland ! See ! the 
burghers waver ! they retreat ! they are in disor- 
der ! they fly 1 Hurrah ! the bastion is yours ! 

Then the close-knit little figure of Rosladin 
pointed with his sword to the mass of retreat- 
ing burghers ; and turning to the Danes and 
Swedes behind him, commanded — Forward ! It 
was murderous, that meeting of two tried 
bodies of soldiers; but it was short. The 
Imperials, after a few minutes* desperate conflict, 
fled as fast as they could. Their dead and 
wounded were thrown aside ; a fresh force sent 
forward ; a moment's breathing time allowed ; 
and on came another regiment, as wild, nay, 
wilder, than the first. Six times the bastion was 



The Storming of Stralswid. 1 3 7 

taken ; six times it was recovered. The sea-water 
in the fosse was dyed red with blood. Heaps 
of mangled corpses lay everywhere, blocking up 
the very breach, their distorted faces staring up 
at heaven with dreadful glassy eyes. The duke 
himself looked at the scene from afar with 
folded arms and stern unmovable face. 

When for the sixth time the attack was re- 
pulsed, he countermanded the storm and went 
to breakfast. What were a thousand lives to 
him ? 

At the Tribsee Gate scarcely anything had 
been done. At the Franken Gate the same 
success had attended those of the city ; but 
our story here has to record details. The com- 
mand of the defence had been given to Hoik. 
It was carried on with the same intrepidity, 
but somehow the garrison had grown disheartened 
by a report that the enemy was already in the 
city, and would soon attack them in the rear. 
They flagged. A mad rush was made by 
Amheim*s dragoons. Presently a cry broke from 
those who had been engaged in the last attack, 
and who had been for a time withdrawn. 
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Arnheim's colours waved on the bastion. Wynd- 
ham looked round with a strange tremor. 

"It is all over with us, Harry," whispered 
Baverley, behind him, " unless we be mettlesome. 
These burghers know not how to keep ground." 

" Captain Wyndham, forward ! '' cried an ad- 
jutant from Hoik. With delight the Scots 
rushed after their . captain. Even in that terrible 
moment some raillery passed between them and 
the rear ranks of the burghers. 

In the foremost rank, fighting against fearful 
odds with a fierceness that astonished Arnheim's 
veterans, was a young officer of the burgher 
guard. Already wounded in several places, his 
clenched teeth betrayed his determination to die 
rather than yield. Forced by the masses of 
dragoons to retreat, he threw a hasty glance 
backwards, and his face almost touched Wynd- 
ham's. A deep flush overspread his dark 
features, and with renewed vigour he turned 
towards the enemy. They were no match 
for the torrent-like rush of the Scots, whose 
Highland war-cries sounded above the clatter of 
arms. 
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" The standard ! the standard ! *' was the cry. 
The Arnheimers were literally crushed back 
through the breach. , Two hands, that had fought 
side by side, were laid on th^ standard at the 
same moment Wyndhata, in acknowledgement 
of his rivars rare valour, jiposened his hold, but 
was suddenly struck, ^nd fell senseless to the 
ground. His faithful Koger, also wounded and 
scarcely able to walk, dragged him out of the 
crush to a place of comparative safety, then 
dropped down himself by the body of his 
master. At that moment the sun rose majes- 
tically out of the sea, as if to greet the vic- 
torious city. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

WALLENSTEIN'S CAMP. 

•^ I ''HE sun was rising slowly in the cloudless sky, 
■*" and its rays were reflected by the dazzling 
arms of a regiment of infantry that stood drawn up 
in the Imperial camp^ so as to form a passage 
to the capacious tent from whence the Duke of 
Friedland issued his orders. It was a gay scene, 
this camp, at least to the superficial observer. The 
straight rows of white tents, with their streamers 
and bannerets, the different groups of soldiers in 
all sorts of undress, chatting together while en- 
joying their morning meal, cleaning their arms, or 
cooking their food, the merry, or rather boisterous 
laughter, the neighing horses, the splendidly- 
equipped officers who rode or walked about, — all 
this, in contrast with the dark foliage and darker 
stems of the trees in the midst of which the camp 
was pitched, made up a scene at once imposing 
and beautiful. And yet there was in the midst of 
this brightness much that was dark. Look at 
these gay and laughing fellows, by whose lips the 
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holiest names are profaned in heedlessness or 
bravado. Is there not a shade of sadness in those 
eyes, and do not those lips that laugh now, twitch 
in an unguarded moment, as if in pain ? If you 
followed that man's thoughts, you would find that 
the little heart left to him was well-nigh breaking 
over the loss of some dear friend slain in yester- 
day^s encounter. Look at another. He has no 
sadness on his features ; they express nothing but 
brutal contentment as he eyes the cup of wine with 
the look of a drunkard, and chuckles over the 
terrible blasphemies uttered by a neighbour. 
Observe a third. A whole history of dark crimes 
and wickedness lies in that face : it is a page full 
of revelations, one line of which would be enough 
to make the angels weep. 

Indeed, when looking at these men, one could 
not help thinking that the cause cannot have been 
very good or noble which drew so many to its 
standard whose very features spoke of a bad and 
lawless character. Some regiments, it is true, 
made an exception, composed as they were of 
young men of good families, their servants and 
dependants, who, inspired by religious zeal and 
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ambition to follow so victorious a general as Fried- 
landy had exchanged their parental house for the 
camp. But, on the whole, Wallenstein's army was 
composed of the scum of Germany. Robbers, 
murderers, thieves, deserters, heathens — everything 
— found a ready place there ; and as long as they 
conformed to his iron discipline, they were at 
liberty to practise their handicraft as hithertofore. 

The generalissimo's tent was a magnificent struc- 
ture in the middle of the camp, under the shade of 
a large and spreading pine-tree. It was surrounded 
by a dozen other tents, which seemed to form a 
little camp by themselves, for they were inclosed 
by walls and a ditch, and before its openings or 
gateways sentries paced up and down with mea- 
sured steps. At this moment, however, two lines 
of soldiers were drawn up on each side of the 
approach, and formed a long and glittering wall 
towards the city. It was evident that some one 
was expected. Let us enter the tent and acquaint 
ourselves with its inmates. They may, perhaps, 
enlighten us. 

The tent was divided into three parts by thick 
curtains of tapestry. The first and largest com- 
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partment was very simply and sparingly furnished 
with a rude table and a few chairs upon the bare 
floor. The second part presented a great contrast 
The ground was covered by a soft carpet ; the sides 
were hung with dark blue velvet, and the gold 
tassels, which held up its graceful folds, pleasantly 
relieved the somewhat sombre colour. A luxurious 
arm-chair in the middle, and half a dozen costly 
settees on each side, placed round an oblong table, 
with inkstands and paper upon it: such was the 
furniture of the general's private audience-room, 
where the councils of war were held. But, on lifting 
the curtains that divided it from the third compart- 
ment, the eye was struck by the magnificence and 
beauty of the duke's private apartment. It was 
entirely lined with blue and white silk, crimson 
velvet and gold ; the floor was covered with soft 
and downy tapestry; the light was admitted 
through a rosy curtain, and luxuriant couches 
were ranged along the sides. 

In one corner, at a plain table, upon a wooden 
chair, and in striking contradistinction to the luxury 
around him, sat a tall and rather ungainly man. 
His dress was plain, and yet costly ; red hose 
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reaching to the long riding-boot, a doublet of 
dark velvet, with diamonds instead of buttons, 
and a Spanish collar, was all he wore. A hat 
with a long red feather lay on the floor beside 
him. His face was in keeping with his body, — 
long, bony, and with a sallow complexion. His 
hair was short, and, like his beard, of a red hue, 
his eyebrows thick and bristly. But the remark- 
able parts of his face were his forehead and eyes. 
His forehead was high and narrow, crossed by 
many lines, which ruffled and smoothed again 
with wonderful rapidity, like the changing ex- 
pression of his eye. A chart of Stralsund lay 
upon the table before him, and upon his thin 
lips played a slight smile every time his eyes 
fell upon it. At last, with a gesture of impatience, 
he rang a little silver bell on his table. A page 
appeared. 

" Has Count Arnheim not arrived yet ? " he 
asked. 

"He is on his way, your excellency,'* said a 
voice behind the curtain of the middle compart- 
ment, which was immediately parted, and revealed 
a man somewhat shorter than Wallenstein, en- 
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tirely enveloped in a large cloak^ and covered 
with a curious conically-shaped hat He was 
of swarthy complexion^ and spoke with a foreign 
accent. "He bade me greet you in his name, 
and inform you that he will be here almost im- 
mediately. And I would not have come with this 
message had he not asked of me to intercede for 
him in the case of his favourite servant, whose 
execution he has delayed, in order once more to 
plead his life." 

Wallenstein had listened but carelessly, and 
carelessly he answered, — 

" The noble count seems to value his servants 
more than his master. The fellow must die. What 
news ? " 

"Pardon me," said the other, "but this man 
cannot be allowed to die innocently. The crime 
of which he is charged was never perpetrated by 
him." 

"Enough, my dear Seni," said the duke, with 
a slight and momentary frown ; " he must die^ 
were it alone because I have said so.'' 

The stranger moved a step nearer, and pointing 
to heaven, said a few words in Italian; when he 

L 
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continued in German : '' And what they said then 
jthey .ss^y Qovif. . Let txot the planet. lose jany 'of 
its satellites,''; : .*. : ' . / .:.-/. ,.:.\ 

' The dukp'is face Jiad uadiergbne a! hardly perr 
ceptible change sX the avbijds'.oC.l^is: astrologer, 
for. such the stranger lyas. . ' When *be lattei* 
ceased he was silent for a moment, and then, 
taking a pen, wrote a few . words. - ''- You • aire 
right, I think. It is, after all, a small matter to 
oblige him in. Here is the pardon. And now 
let him come.'' 

The page here entered, and announced the 
duke'3 adjutant. General Teller. The curtain was 
lifted, and admitted a tall man fully equipped 
in the dazzling armour of the Hungarian troops. 
The duke's eye rested on him with satisfaction 
while he answered the short and pointed ques- 
tions of his master. 

" And here, general, is an order, forbidding the 
wearing of unnecessary ornaments about the uni- 
form. Have it read and executed. Methinks 
these officers are becoming somewhat too gaudy." 

Teller took the order and read it. Then, as 
he strode towards the curtain, he seized the 
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heavy gold chain that dangled over his corselet 
and to which a small ivory whistle was attached, 
and tearing it from his shoulder, flung it to the 
page. The duke eyed him with a smile. The 
general had touched his weak point Immediate 
obedience was in Wallenstein^s eyes the soldier's 
first, almost the only virtue. 

"Stay, general," he said, taking a magnificent 
diamond ring from his finger; ''so sudden a loss 
must be repaired. Rings are not forbidden. Take 
mine.^' 

The cunning adjutant kissed the liberal hand 
and withdrew. 

A few moments afterwards the Count Arnheim 
was announced, and a tall, stout, well-built man, 
of soldier-like appearance, entered at the head 
of a little group of officers. When arrived before 
the duke, who remained seated, he made a low 
bow, saying : " Let me thank your excellency for 
the life of my heathen. It is the most valuable 
of all your valuable presents." 

" Nor shall it be the last, good count,^' answered 
the duke. " What news of the town ? Are these 
burgher-folk coming, or shall we have to fetch 
them, since it is good that we meet.?'' 



148 The Maid of Stralsund. 

''They are awaiting your pleasure/' answered 
Amheim, ''and may be brought hither in a few 
moments. But once more, I would submit to you 
that gentle measures are out of place now. The 
town is short of provisions, disease is prevalent 
amongst the garrison, and the iron should be 
struck while it is hot." 

" Nay, good count," said the duke ; " but which 
is easier, to get the thin or the thick end of 
the wedge in ? When once it is in, let us strike 
by all meais. The wind may change at any 
hour, and the town may receive reinforcement and 
food. Should yt^ be able, by mild propositions, 
to gain the town ere this happens, we may save 
ourselves much trouble. What say you, prince ?" 

"Your excellency," said the Elector of Bran- 
denburg, in whose territory Stralsund lay, "my 
judgment may not seem impartial, but I would 
decidedly advise mild measures. By too much pull- 
ing, the bow is broken and the arrow is useless.'* 

"Let them be brought before us," said the 
duke ; and an officer retired to give the order. 
A few moments afterwards the curtains which 
divided the first and second compartment were 
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drawn up, and the space v/as filled with officers 
of all regiments who ranged themselves on each 
side of their chief as he took his seat in the 
chair at the head of the table with his eyes 
looking down the immovable rows of soldiers. 
And woe to the unhappy man in whom those 
eyes detected a flaw ! He would have had cause 
to repent ere the day was over. 

A roll of the drum and a movement amongst 
the soldiers now turned the eyes of all in that 
direction. A group of seven men, preceded by 
an Imperial officer, strode towards the tent. 
When arrived before the duke, the party stopped 
and bowed low, headed by Hasert, the syndic 
of Stralsund, and behind him Hoyert and Joachim 
von Braun, the two secretaries. 

" These, then, are the deputies from our friends 
in Stralsund ? " said the duke in as kind a voice 
as his imperious tones and manner would allow 
him ; " let them be seated, and let us hear their 
wish." 

At a hint of Teller chairs were brought, and 
the party sat down. Then Hasert, the syndic, 
rose, and in eloquent and vivid terms began 
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describing the state of affairs. It was a sorry 
sight to see the brethren of one house, the children 
of one nation^ shedding each other's blood ; and 
if by arbitration such might be prevented, both 
heaven attd earth would ring with joy; for, as 
might be supposed, the inhabitants of Stralsund 
were suffering very severely from want and sick- 
ness; bread was very dear, meat so scarce that 
none but the wealthy could afford it; dysentery, 
fever, and other diseases were reigning both 
amongst the soldiers and the burghers ; and they 
prayed, for the love of God, something might 
be found to stop so great a distress. 

There was a silence when the syndic had 
finished, and his words seemed to have made a 
deep impression upon the duke. After some 
moments, looking fixedly at Hasert, he said, in 
a measured voice, that he was astonished to hear 
that the inhabitants of Stralsund had been so 
foolish as to allow matters to go on so far ; that 
he was greatly pleased to see them before him 
in a spirit of humility, and that he would gladly 
forget and pardon whatever had hitherto been 
done by the town. But upon one thing, and 
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upon that only, he must insist: the town must 
admit a garrison, and it must swear allegiance 
to the Emperor. That was aH he wanted, and 
surely no more reasonable demand could be made. 
"We do not wish to possess the Danholm," he 
concluded; "we do not even wish our soldiers 
to enter the town. Have your own soldiers ; 
but let them take the oath of fidelity to the 
Emperor. Your lot is now in your own hands. 
We have resolved that Stralsund shall belong to 
the Emperor, even If it were tied with chains to 
heaven." 

The deputies retired, looking at each other in 
blank astonishment. So kind, so favourable a 
reception was more than they had dared to hope. 
At the end of the wood they remounted a wagon 
which had brought them, and were conducted to 
the out-works at the Tribsee Gate. Not long 
afterwards they were seated in the town hall, 
surrounded by the principal burghers, deliberating 
on what had been proposed. Many and various 
were the opinions. 

Hasert, who had spoken, gave a detailed ac- 
count of what had happened, stating as his own 
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view that these conditions; being far more lenient 
than he had expected, should be accepted at once. 
The Danish and Swedish commanders were de- 
cidedly against this. They were sure, they said, 
to receive reinforcement and supply ; whereas if 
the town were once out of their hands it would 
be lost for ever. 

" For," said Rosladin, " there are three questions 
to be answered : How large is this garrison to be ? 
Who will pay it? And who will command it? 
Do you not see that it is but a trick of theirs ? " 

Others, again, contended that much greater loss 
than they suffered now it would scarcely be pos- 
sible to suffer. The arrival of reinforcement and 
supply was very doubtful ; and they had now the 
opportunity of making peace with an enemy who 
would be almost certain to perpetrate the greatest 
cruelties upon them should they fall into his 
hands after a refusal. The debate upon this 
question began in the afternoon, but so divided 
and obstinate were the different parties in their 
views that the evening fell and night wore on, 
and morning dawned again ere the disputants 
dispersed for a little rest. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE DUKE'S ADMONITION, 

T^HE following day, about noon, Baverley 
"^ crossed the garden of the little dwelling, 
and opened the door of the garden-house, which 
they had exclusively occupied from the beginning. 
He entered cautiously, for he believed that his 
friend was hovering between life and death, but 
to his utter astonishment he found Wyndham 
quietly looking at him from his bed ; while Roger, 
whose wound, although painful, did not prevent 
the performance of his duties, bustled about the 
room in attendance upon his master. The honest 
servant cautioned Baverley to talk but little, nor 
allow his friend to talk, for the chirurgeon had 
given strict orders that his patient should be kept 
without excitement. Baverley promised to follow 
the instructions, and seated himself by the bedside. 
But with his usual bluntness he hit upon the only 
topic that was able to stir the spirits of the 
wounded man. While looking at the pale cheeks 
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that had been covered with th<* bloom of health 
not many hours ago, he shook his head. 

'' I knew that he hated you, and that he had a 
suspicion of your secret love for his mistress ; but 
that his wrath would have dragged him into such 
vile conduct I had not thought/' 

"Nay, Master Baverley," said Roger, discon- 
tentedly, "I do beseech you, let us leave this 
matter alone. Let us think of healingi not of 
raking up old wounds." 

"Well, well, Roger, thou'rt right, no doubt," 
answered Baverley, "and I must say no more 
about it. I marvel whether he is dead ? " 

" Who ? " said Wyndham, fixing his eye upon 
his friend. 

" Who but Theodore, your rival for the stand- 
ard } " answered Baverley. 

"And why should he be dead ? Didst thou not 
tell me he was safe, Roger, and would come to 
see me soon .? " 

"Ay, captain," answered Roger, doggedly. 

"Nay, but, good Roger, how can he, when he 
is in prison ? " remonstrated Baverley. 

" He is in a worse place than that," growled 
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Roger, ** and that is the tip of your tongue. Are 
the records of treason fit meal for so weak a 
stomach ? Look at the captain, say I." 

They looked at him. He lay with closed eyes 
and pale countenance, apparently unconscious. 
But presently he said slowly, " I had hoped that 
none but myself knew of this matter, but I find 
t am wrong. Can ye keep it secret, at least 
for her sake ? For if she knew of it I fear me 
she would scarcely bear the shock." 

"Oh, as for that, there's but little danger of 
her escaping the secret with Master Baverley 
near her. She knew it as soon as she saw 
you, and it seemed to me she bore the shock 
v^ry well." 

Roger watched the invalid from the corner of 
his eyes, and saw a faint flush spread over his 
cheeks. Then, to follow up his advantage, he 
continued, " She bade me tell the whole history 
on% and she wept many a tear, and sighed 
and trembled, and when my tale was done, says 
she, 'Thank Heaven, that he, at least, is not dead !' 
which, I take it, was meant for you." 

" And you say 'Theodore is a prisoner 1 I 
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know nothing. I saw it in his face. I felt the 
blow coming, although I saw not the hand that 
struck it. I knew it ere the fight began; and 
when we came to the rescue, I saw that he hated 
me with a deep hatred. But how 'twas done I 
know not." 

"Ay, but Roger saw it; and so, indeed, did 
I, and many others," said Baverley, somewhat 
demonstratively. '*I saw the dark flush on his 
cheek, and he crouching together as though he 
had been a wild beast. And when he saw you 
bleeding at his feet he gave a great cry, and 
would have stabbed himself but for Roger, who 
knocked the sword out of his hand. I know not 
whether he went of his own will, or whether 
Arnheim's hussars dragged him on with their 
standard ; but he is nowhere to be found, — not 
amongst the dead, nor yet the wounded, nor 
the living, — so he must be with them. I hope 
they will find him better company than we 
did." 

" May be it will not be long ere we know what 
became of him," growled Roger ; " for we shall 
soon be all together." 
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"What now? Is there so great a danger?" 
asked Wyndham. 

" The danger from within is greater than from 
without," answered Baverley. "What with Ros- 
ladin and Hoik both wounded, and the scarcity 
of food, and the people clamouring to give in 
to the conditions of the duke, I greatly fear the 
town will be in his hands ere long. They are 
deliberating in the Rathhaus now " 

He was interrupted in his ill-chosen speech by 
the movement of his friend, who with a hasty 
gesture had thrown the covering from his bed 
and attempted to rise. 

" Deliberating in the Rathhaus whether the 
town IS to be sacked or not: and I lie here 
without raising my voice against it ! Come, quick, 
my hose, Roger, my doublet, my '' 

He sank back on the bed, unconscious, and a 
deathly pallor overspread his face. 

To escape the anger of Roger, who justly re- 
proached him with having brought on this renewal 
of . danger, and in order to find some speedy 
assistance, Baverley hurried out into the street. 
He had not got far when one single cannon-shot 
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boomed over the city. The people in the street 
paused and looked at each other in blank as- 
tonishment. An armistice had been agreed 
upon until the town had given a definite answer 
to the duke. The answer had not yet been 
sent 

"Strange!" they exclaimed. "What betideth 
now ? " 

Presently a second shot was fired. Then all 
wa§ silent. Baverley resumed his way, framing 
in his mind some explanation of the strange 
occurrence ; when, as he was within a few yards 
of the house in which the surgeon was quartered, 
another shot, deeper, heavier, it almost seemed 
angrier, than either of the two preceding, shook 
the little windows of each house. Immediately 
afterwards there broke over the city a cannonade 
so ear-deafening, so completely bewildering in its 
continued roar, that the people ran out of their 
houses into the street, firmly believing that either 
half the city had been blown up or - that the 
last day had come. By-and-by, as outburst fol- 
lowed upon outburst, and crash succeeded crash, 
when falling chimneys and flying tiles threatened 
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every life in th^ street, people began to under- 
stand what w^s going on. 

Wallenstein, who had expected an immediate 
answer to. his veiy lenient terms, finding himself 
disappointed, resolved to give the tpwn a slight 
sample of \C\^ power to hasten the decision. Nor 
rW^s Ji$ Ipng* in finding, a favourable opportunity 

4:o break th^ -armisticf, The Tribsee Gate and 

■ " t ■* * - ... 

outwork^ were defended jind guarded by Danish 
.soldiers, and with the punning of a fox Wallenstein 
.rgsolyed- jtg tei»pt them info a bresicb pf the 
grmistice. He ordered his piijier§ and s§ipper^ 
to i:aJ»mence working vigprou^ly at th? trenches, 
which pfder having beeii executed, .sopn attracted 
the attention of the Danes. A blank shot out 
of their cannon warned the sappers to desist; 
and when the summons was not responded to, 
a ball was sent over, which scattered the sand 
far and wide, and wounded a soldier. This was 
just what FriedUnd wanted. He had all his guns 
ready manned and loaded. The sigij was given 
by one mortar. Then all his cannon began play- 
ing upon the unfortunate city for the space of 
twenty hours. In the public records it is noted 
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down that over two thousand shots were counted, 
but this number is probably very far short of 
the reality. 

The alarmed citizens, not knowing whether 
this was the overture to another and still fiercer 
assault, flocked in terror to the churches when 
they could find courage enough to cross the 
streets which were strewed with bricks, broken 
windows, chimneys, and cannon-balls, while every 
house shook with the concussion. Amongst these 
scenes of terror there were some remarkable in- 
stances of preservation. Pastor Hermann, as 
usual, was ready at his post as soon as the danger 
began. Many members of his congregation, 
deeming the church the safest place in such dan- 
ger, had fled thither in a height of terror, which 
it cost the good man a deal of trouble somewhat 
to abate. At last, having calmed their fears, 
he mounted his little pulpit, and opening the 
large Bible which lay upon a sort of brass read- 
ing-desk, he read words of comfort and consolation 
to them. In the middle of his words, while his 
trembling audience took new courage by his very 
looks, a terrible crash was heard, followed im- 
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mediately by another, and the pastor was seen 
to stagger. The whole congregation rose in 
alarm, but above everything his powerful, and 
exulting voice was heard entreating silence. 

"My dear brethren," he said at last, holding 
up the Bible, " the devil may make a great deal 
of noise and do a great deal of harm, but he 
cannot take away this precious book — our main 
support." It was found on examination that a 
cannon-ball had entered the church by a window, 
knocked the desk from under the Bible without 
removing the book from the pulpit, and had left 
the church by the opposite window without 
hurting a single creature. 

Later in the day the pastor had still more 
reason to be thankful for the marvellous pre- 
servation of his best friend. Old Herr Wechter, 
who lay sleeping by the side of his somewhat 
infirm wife, was also awakened by the fearful noise 
of the cannonade, and immediately prepared to 
rise again and appear on duty. The remon- 
strances of his wife were of no avail. She told 
him that since he had not been in bed more 
than two or three hours, let those who had enjoyed 
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a good night's rest defend the sleeping. But he 
was inexorable. His conduct, he averred, was 
noted by every one in the town, and most of 
all, he added with a grave sadness, since so deep 
a stain had been cast upon his name. The poor, 
who were starving, would cry out if they saw 
him not, and believe they had all the danger in 
protecting his property. The rich might note 
his absence and feel inclined to follow it ; while 
Lutheran and Calvinist would blame him alike 
for sleeping in the hour of danger. 

Though tried almost beyond endurance, he 
rallied his strength and went out When, after 
six hours of incessant work, he returned home, 
his wife met him with tears in her eyes, and 
silently taking him by the hand, led him to the 
bed which he had left. What was his astonish- 
ment when, on the spot where he had lain, he 
found a large cannon-ball half buried in the 
clothes 1 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE CITY IS SA VED. 

nr^HE captain's wound proved not very dan- 
■*- gerous after all. The treacherous blow 
from the unfortunate youth had glanced off from 
the helmet and given him a wound which^ though 
broad, was not very deep. It had, fortunately, 
bled a good deal. Roger had furiously resisted 
the surgeon's attempt at further bleeding, and 
had as good as taken the patient in hand him- 
self, which^ as he was a canny Scot, gave the 
wound a v^ry fair chance of healing. 

For the first week it was very delightful to lie 
under the shadow of the chestnut-tree and receive 
the visits from his comrades and friends, who kept 
him fully informed of all that went on in the town 
and outside it. And it was more delightful still to 
be tended by that sweetest of all nurses, Helena, 
whose gentle ways would have reconciled him to 
a much harder position. After what had hap- 
pened, it would have been a wonder if these two 
had left unspoken what their every look and 
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gesture said aloud. And yet some accident would 
probably have interposed between them in their 
mutual reserve and shyness, had not her father, 
to whom the state of affairs had long been patent, 
assisted them in his own peculiar way. 

There had been a little scene between father 
and daughter on the morning of the interview 
between Helena and her lover. When the latter 
left the house, he so pitied the youth that he re- 
solved to try and reconcile them, if possible ; for 
the old man was honourable, and would have 
done all in his power to fulfil his part of the bar- 
gain. But when he came to speak to his daughter, 
he had not the courage to counsel her to marry 
Theodore. She had no mother, and although her 
father had endeavoured to fill the blank as much 
cis it is in a man's nature to do, there were moments 
when his sturdier mind could scarcely comprehend 
the delicate workings of a maiden's heart. Lean- 
ing against his shoulder, she told him with many 
a half-reluctant sob her whole story : how on the 
previous night, when she had committed so great 
an indiscretion, as it appeared to others, the young 
Englishman's grave yet gentle words of reproach 
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had shown her the real nobility of his soul. And 
how that very morning, when she thought Theo- 
dore had killed him, her heart had told her that 
without him life would be blank. After that the 
honest pastor had not the heart to engraft his 
little bud on a stem it loved not; and he was 
relieved from all doubt when he was told of 
Theodore^s deed, that severed him for ever from 
those who loved him still, but loved him as one 
who was lost. 

For the first week it was delightful to Wyndham 
to listen to her voice and hear the account of her 
little adventure on the quay. How she had 
managed to prepare everything for the poor Irish- 
woman, and how her heart had beat when they 
passed the gate alone ; how they were almost dis- 
covered when the woman jumped into the boat 
and took the oars; and how thankful and yet 
ashamed she was when she went to the captain, 
which, after all, she need not have done ; and how 
the whole was summed up in the assurance that 
if ever there was a woman that would risk her life 
for her or her friends, it was the wife of Joe Marks 
the gipsy. Little did she know that it would soon 
be proved. 



1 
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At the beginning of the second week Wyndham 
began to fret, and sorely wanted to be up and 
doing. His Swedish and Scotch physicians both 
refused permission, for although it was a good sign, 
they deemed it more prudent to let him remain 
quiet as long as he was not absolutely wanted. 

At the end of the week he became rebellious 
and insisted upon dressing himself. The Swede 
shook his head ; but the Scot Roger, who knew his 
master better, shook his head the other way in a 
very determined fashion, not knowing Swedish, 
and said. Yes! Wjmdham accordingly got up, 
and was heartily welcomed by all his comrades. 
The story of the origin of his wound, and the halo 
of romance about it, had been told by one to 
another until every one knew it, and his recovery 
was an event of some interest. Moreover, Helena, 
one of the few women who had courageously re- 
mained when most of her sex fled to Sweden, 
was greatly loved and admired in the town ; and 
few could deny that the handsome Scot was better 
suited to her than the gloon.y, unpopular, and 
haughty young Wechter. 

The siege in the meanwhile had not progressed 
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very actively, as far as fighting went. After the 
sharp cannonade on the 12th of July, Wallenstein 
considered it better to let the city have time for 
deliberation, keeping up a lazy firing to remind 
them that he was not asleep. He knew that he 
had an ally within the city that would do and 
was doing more than all his powder. That ally 
was starvation ! 

The weather was provokingly lovely ; not a 
cloud was to be seen in the sky, not a drop of 
rain fell. The wells that supplied the besieged 
began gradually to fail. The reservoirs were 
stagnant, their water useless. The wind being 
due south, prevented any ships from approaching 
the city. The price of every commodity rose 
rapidly ; luxuries were not to be had ; necessaries , 
were paid for in gold. In vain did Wechter 
and other wealthy citizens open their warehouses 
to the poor. A pestilence broke out among them 
that carried many thin, wasting, starving victims 
to an early grave. The churches were full of 
people praying for relief. The ministers them- 
selves felt the want as deeply as any one, and 
were at times unable to fulfil their duty. 
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With all this, the duke had the sense to keep 
almost perfectly quiescent. No furious storms, no 
incessant battering, no houses and magazines on 
fire, did he allow to intervene between them and 
their misery. There was nothing to draw their 
attention away from themselves ; indeed, the sol- 
diers on both sides were fast becoming friends as 
they walked their sentry-post on each side of the 
fosse. There were plenty of things the Imperial 
soldier had, — such as bread and wine and meat. 
There was only one thing the Stralsunder had, 
and that he had in unlimited quantities, — tobacco, 
which was coming into fashion with the Germans. 
The two sentries, if they were able to understand 
each other, exchanged civilities and possessions, 
and talked over the siege, when he without would 
take care to extol the abundance in the Imperial 
camp, the pleasant life, and the leniency of the 
officers. Probably a few hours later they would 
meet each other in one of the frequent sallies 
with which Rosladin endeavoured to engage his 
men, and they would take their chance of killing 
each other without further thought. 

In the meanwhile the Imperial trooper reported 
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to his captain that the Stralsunder was looking very 
thin ; and the Stralsunder went home and told hh 
comrades and friends that the besiegers had every- 
thing of the best, and that they might have it too, 
and make the town once more what it was before 
the siege, if the burgomaster and the rich citizens 
would only give in. Consequently, night after 
night stormy meetings were held in the Townhall 
about the surrender. Negotiations had been com- 
menced once more, Wallenstein this time making 
his conditions somewhat harder, and insisting upon 
a sum of money being paid him and the town 
receiving a garrison of his own soldiers. At the 
same time his miners and sappers again began to 
work in the trenches, and his lines were drawing 
nearer and nearer. The population grew almost 
furious, and clamoured for consent. The magis- 
trates hesitated, but refused. One thing still 
inspired them with hope. On the morning of the 
22nd of July, a little boat had arrived from the 
sea, rowed by a single man, from Stockholm. The 
despatches which he bore were from the king him- 
self, and from his chancellor, and they exhorted 
those of the city to keep courage, for a fleet with 
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plenty of provisions and 2,000 men, under General 
Leslie, was ready to sail as soon as the wind 
turned. 

Thus Sunday, the 23rd of July, was passed ; the 
weather insufferably hot and the sky above them 
blue and cloudless ; the sea a perfect lake ; the 
enemy drawing nearer and nearer. 

"This will never last," said Wyndham to his 
friend, as they both stood on the quay and looked 
out to sea. "If we have no rain or change of 
wind within twenty-four hours, we are lost." 

The following morning, when they looked out 
of the window, they found the garden drenched 
with rain. The wind had changed. The Imperial 
trenches were converted into heaps of mud, and 
had been abandoned during the night In the 
rain that came pouring down during the next days, 
Wallenstein broke up his camp, with the exception 
of the principal batteries occupied by Arnheim's 
men, and marched his army into Mecklenburg. 
On the 26th General Leslie arrived with his fleet, 
amidst the rejoicings of the whole populace. 

Although the three gates were still threatened 
by Arnheim, the people flocked in holiday attire 
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to the quay and cheered the soldiers as they 
landed. Booths were erected on the jetties, and 
provisions given or sold as soon as they arrived. 
The danger was past, the people had gloriously 
done their duty ; the famous Wallenstein had been 
defeated, and the town was as free and as strong 
as ever. 

Amidst this summing up of pleasant things, it is 
sad to have to record one detail of sorrow that 
affects our story. 

On the 2nd of August, after General Leslie had 
reviewed the whole of the troops, he repaired to 
the Franken Gate to inspect the enemy's works, 
which had by this time been forsaken, Arnheim 
having withdrawn his troops during the night. It 
was, however, deemed safer to reconnoitre before 
trusting to the dangers of a surprise, and Wynd- 
ham was commanded to see that all was safe. 
Eager to be again employed on duty under an 
officer whom he loved so well, he hurried away at 
the head of his volunteers to report what was con- 
sidered a mere matter of fact. Those remaining 
behind eyed the troops with interest as they dis- 
appeared in the trenches, and would sometimes 
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jump on the top of a rampart. Suddenly, shots 
and cries were heard ; but ere any one could come 
to the rescue, half the men were flying back to the 
city, pursued by Arnheim's cavalry. They reached 
the city more dead than alive, many of them 
seriously wounded, and all covered with the dis- 
grace of having left their captain and half their 
comrades in the enemy's hands. 



I 



CHAPTER XVI. 

WYNDHAM PRISONER. 
T was but too true. As work after work and 



trench after trench of the enemy was found 
forsaken, the reconnoitring party lost some of the 
caution which should have been observed to the 
very last. Suddenly turning round the corner of 
a breastwork, one of the foremost men gave the 
alarm and sank down pierced with shot. Wynd- 
ham immediately called upon his men to stand 
firm and hold together. It was his intention to 
retire to one of the abandoned works and defend 
himself there till help should arrive. Unfortu- 
nately, his foot slipped on the soft ground ; he 
fell heavily to the earth, and the force of the fall, 
together with the effects of his late wound, de- 
prived him of consciousness. His men fell into 
disorder, a panic ensued, and those who were not 
killed or wounded fled to the city. The soldiers 
that were sent to the rescue saw the dragoons 
gallop away, with the prisoners . before them on 
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their saddles, to where Amheim's troops were en- 
camped for the night. 

When Wyndham opened his eyes it was dark, 
though a fire close by threw a strange light 
upon the objects that surrounded it He lay 
for some moments perfectly still and saw the stars 
twinkling above, while a confused din and bustle 
told him that he was in a camp. As his eyes 
grew more accustomed to the darkness, he saw 
the white tents everywhere and the bright fires 
in the distance, the dark figures which passed 
before them assuming a fantastic and unearthly 
shape. Moving very cautiously, so as to attract 
no attention, he contrived to turn himself round 
and face the fire already mentioned. It was 
surrounded by about twenty men, who were 
drinking, and some of them smoking, while all 
watched with intense anxiety the steam which 
arose in circles from a large iron pot hung up 
on the fire. He could see by the dress that 
the men belonged to a regiment of dragoons. 

" Come, thou lazy dog ! " said one of the 
soldiers with an immense beard, accompanying 
the words with an oath ; " if that supper be not 
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ready when I have finished my pipe, I shall 
certainly break thy head." 

In answer to this threat a little man, who was 
walking between the fire and a neighbouring 
tent, apparently superintending the cooking ope- 
rations, turned to the first speaker, and began to 
utter a volley of abuse that made Wyndham 
shudder. But far from this being the case 
with the other part of the audience, they laughed 
and applauded the fellow; and when, having 
worked himself up to a pitch of excitement, he 
drew a flaming piece of wood out of the fire 
and held it before his disconcerted antagonist's 
face, their mirth knew no bounds. Each had his 
own joke to fling at the first speaker, and the 
torrent of riotous and violent language which 
fell upon Henry's ear at that moment might 
well have caused him to start had he not 
already known something of the composition 
of Wallenstein's army. There was one thing, 
however, that astonished him most of all. He 
had heard, or at least he fancied, that English 
and Scotch words were mixed with the German, 
and that in more voices than one. He scanned 
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the several faces of those who sat turned 
towards him, and he felt sure that there were 
some of his countrymen amongst them. Re- 
solving, however, to ascertain the truth first, 
he remained quiet and listened. 

"Silence!" shouted the bearded object of their 
mirth. "We shall have the captain upon us, 
and then some other regiment will get the 
post of conveying these prisoners, which little 
holiday I would not lose for aught.'^ 

"Where are they going?" asked several voices. 

"0-ho, thou art getting inquisitive!" answered 
the first speaker. 

" I only want to know,'* said one ; " because, 
if we are going the same way we came, we 
are more likely to starve than if we remained 
with the army." 

There was a laugh amongst the men. Wallen- 
stein had come to Stralsund from Frankfort, 
right through the territory of Brandenburg, and 
his way could be traced by the devastated 
fields, burned villages, and other tokens of 
violence committed by his army. The soldier 
meant that he was afraid so little had been 
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left, that even they would not be able to keep 
themselves from starving. 

"Don't be afraid," said the bearded one again. 
"I have not been quartermaster for ten years 
without knowing what to do. Joseph here can 
testify that he has never been without some- 
thing wherewithal to make a supper, if he would 
only make it." 

"Ay," said the little fellow, stirring the con- 
tents of the pot, "he's right there. He's the 
best quartermaster I wot of. He's the best 
actor, I believe, that ever was born. You should 
have seen one day how he played the prodigal 
son, and got the fatted calf indeed." 

" Tell us, tell us,'* cried several voices at once. 

"Well,'* quoth the quartermaster, stroking his 
beard," since we are not likely to get our 
supper at all, I had better keep my mouth 
engaged on something. Before I served the 
duke, I served my lord of Bavaria, a sorry 
scoundrel like myself and all of us. We be- 
took ourselves to Bohemia, with orders, forsooth, 
to protect the inhabitants. Never were pro- 
tectors so bitterly thanked as were we. And 

N 
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methinks not undeservedly at times, for we 
plagued them sorely, so that anon a heap of 
armed peasants would pounce upon us and 
fight with scythe and bill-hook right bloodily, 
and oft drive us and ours before them. 

"But it passed one day that we came upon 
a village called Luttig, wherein the peasants had 
armed themselves with matchlock and crossbow, 
and as they looked doughty men it seemed a 
dangerous thing to annoy them, and we passed 
on. But, lo ! while we were yet grumbling with 
disappointment, we came upon a little church 
with a house beside it, standing by itself a little 
way out of the village. It suddenly occurred to 
me that this must be the house of an old comrade 
of mine who was killed, and whose name was 
Franz Zecker. I promptly hid my men in a 
little wood hard by, and knocking at the door, 
asked in a trembling voice, whether Franz 
Zecker lived there. They answered that he did. 
I entered, and made them believe that I was 
their runaway son ; for, mark you, I was won- 
drous like him, both being as it were very hand- 
some men, and I had not forgotten Franz's 
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tale. Heigho ! I got all I wanted, I warrant 
you ; and, after supper, when they had all gone 
to bed, I oped the house to the other men 
and let them in. And we put sentinels to 
the several doors, and threatened to shoot them 
if they stirred. And then we cleared the house 
of bread, meat, bacon, money, beer, and loaded 
our horses. But the servant-wench had con- 
trived to drop herself out of the window, and 
had run to the village, which was about six or 
seven furlongs off, and we had great difficulty 
in getting clear of our pursuers, for we were over- 
burdened with booty. The very hags came run- 
ning out with scythes and pitchforks to kill us. 
But they had some reason to stay behind, too, 
for we had set fire to the old church, and we 
could see it flaring up behind us for miles. 
We have had many a good laugh over the 
affair since then." 

Such acts of treachery, the mere recital of 
which is distasteful to modern ears, were too 
common in those days. The maxim that no- 
thing is unlawful in war demoralized the com- 
mon soldiery, and was held to justify the 
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wildest excesses. In Wallenstein's army were 
some of the greatest ruffians in Europe, and no 
true picture of the times can wholly ignore 
these scenes. 

"God forgive them their sins!" said a deep 
and earnest voice in German, close to Wyndham's 
ear, when the bearded monster had finished 
his tale with apparent satisfaction. He turned 
his head towards the side from whence these 
sounds came, and saw about two yards away 
from him several men in a sitting or lying 
position, some dressed as soldiers, others as 
civilians. The person who had apparently 
spoken the last words was, to judge by his 
dress, a Protestant clergyman. His grave and 
expressive face betokened at that moment a 
height of indignation and horror which well 
accorded with the feelings the fellow's tale had 
originated in his own breast. 

"Hallo!" said one of the soldiers nearest to 
Wyndham and who had heard the exclamation; 
" is our parson speaking again } What were you 
pleased to remark. Sir Longsermon V he said, 
turning with mock politeness to the prisoner. 
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"I prayed that God might forgive all of you 
for taking part in such deeds or listening to 
such blasphemous language/' said the undaunted 
man, in a firm voice. 

** Blasphemous language!" cried the quarter- 
master, across the fire. "I would advise thee, 
my good sir, to hold thy tongue, unless thou 
wantest to be roasted on this fire. I desire no 
comments whatever on my language.^' 

"My good friend," answered the prisoner, in 
a clear tone, "I earnestly beg of you to mend 
your ways while there is yet time." 

The enraged quartermaster was in no mood 
for serious remonstrance. He frowned as he 
eyed the prisoner, who sat looking at the troop 
with a smile of pity upon his face. 

"Look you, parson,^* he said at last, in a 
short and threatening tone, " we have had trouble 
enough with thee already. We want none of 
thy sermons ; and if thou boldest not thy 
tongue I shall put the chains and screw-thumbs 
on to thee ;" and he accompanied his threat with 
a significant look. 

"Nay," said the preacher, calmly, "ye would 
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not have me be a coward, would you ? When 
you see the enemy, do you put up your sword 
and fly, or do you draw it and fight as long 
as you can ? Now, within you I perceive the 
arch-enemy, the destroyer of all life, who 
standeth between you and a merciful but a just 
God." He was proceeding in a strain of earnest 
expostulation, but before he could utter another 
word the quartermaster jumped up in furious 
anger, and stepping round the fire he would 
have done the intrepid servant of Christ some 
grievous harm but for a fortunate circumstance. 
We have mentioned that Wyndham thought he 
had caught some English words amidst the con- 
fusion of tongues. At this moment his doubt 
became certainty. 

As the ruffian was making his way to the 
prisoners, and those around the fires turned in 
that direction to see what he was going to do, 
the figure of a vagabond, which Harry had 
noticed some time previous, stepped in his way, 
and said in a rich Irish brogue, ''Come, now, 
captain, why not hold your tongue, and tell 
us another story, instead of striking a poor 
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defenceless parson ? Here, I have something to 
tell you ; listen ! " 

The quartermaster stopped and inclined his 
ear to the gipsy's lips. His face lit up with 
a smile of pleasure; and apparently forgetting 
all about the parson, he slapped the gipsy on 
the back, and exclaimed joyously, "Wilt swear 
to that ! Nine in the orbit ?" 

" I saw it myself,'^ whispered the gipsy ; " and 
so may your honour." 

"Then I am ofT,^' cried the quartermaster, and 
ran away hastily. 

This little scene had engaged the attention of 
those round the fire, and at the departure of the 
quartermaster the gipsy was called to the group 
and overwhelmed with questions. 

" What is nine in the orbit, thou old deceiver ? " 
cried one ; " canst not make it ten for me, and TU 
give thee a gold-piece ? " 

"That would do your honour no good," answered 
the vagabond, shaking his head mysteriously. " I 
cannot disclose my secrets to the uninitiated ; l^ut 
give me half a gold-piece, and I will tell you your 
fortune.'' 
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" Half a gold-piece ! '* cried another. " No won- 
der you fellows get rich. Here, Franz, I will tell 
you your fortune for less than that. I dare say I 
know as much about it as he does.*' 

" Rich ! " said the gipsy, shrugging his shoul- 
ders and pointing to his ragged clothes ; " is this 
wealth } Even when we do happen to earn a few 
pieces, you steal them from us again. But I ac- 
cept your offer, Herreke. Here is my hand, and 
if you can read my fortune I promise you half a 
gold-piece.'^ 

The soldier, taken at his word, had to confess 
his Ignorance, and consented to have his own hand 
examined for a few kreutzers. One after the other 
now crowded round the gipsy and offered his 
hand. At last, when they had all been satisfied, 
he asked in a supplicating voice : " Will you also 
allow me to try the prisoners, Herreke } " 

" Thou wilt be a clever fellow if thou canst find 
a single kreutzer upon them," said a soldier, "we 
took good care of that.'* 

" A poor man knows what a poor man wants," 
answered the heathen ; " the heavier a man's 
misfortune the greater his anxiety to know his 
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fate ; and if they do not pay me now, they may 
some other day fourfold A grateful debtor is 
often worth more than a reluctant customer/* 

He now addressed himself to the prisoners, 
some of whom refused his counsel, while others 
eagerly accepted it. When he came round to 
Harry, he looked at his hand and said, " So young, 
so noble, so unfortunate! Surely the stars have 
something better for you in store ? '* 

" Do you know Joe Marks ? ^' whispered Harry, 
in English. 

The gipsy^s hand trembled slightly, and he cast 
a searching and distrustful glance at Harry. 
"And what if I did ?" he asked. 

" Tell him that you found me in this condition, 
and that I asked you to remind him of the Dan- 
holm. My name is Captain Wyndham.'' 

" He is in the duke's army at present/' whis- 
pered the gipsy, " in the astrologer's service ; but I 
shall not fail to tell him when I see him. You 
may be sure " 

"What is that thou art saying to the prisoner } *' 
broke in the voice of the quartermaster, who had 
returned from his errand. " No secret dealing 
here, or *' 
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"Nay, captain,'* said the gipsy, turning round 
as he felt the soldier's hand on his neck ; " was it 
not nine now ? I am sure it was nine; and do not 
kill your benefactor entirely. But I have a word 
with your honour." 

And drawing him apart, the gipsy spoke a few 
words in a low voice to the soldier. The way in 
which they looked at Harry convinced him that 
he was the subject of their conversation ; and the 
respectful manner in which the quartermaster 
afterwards treated him, made it not unlikely that 
the gipsy had prophesied things which caused 
the soldier to look upon him as one to be 
respected rather than injured. 

Thanks to the Irish quartermaster, they received 
some supper. Most of the soldiers round the fire 
had now wrapped themselves in their cloaks and 
gone to sleep ; and following their example, Harry 
stretched himself out by the side of his new com- 
panion, and was soon forgetful of all his troubles. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

TEMPTED IN VAIN. 

TpHE next morning Wyndham awoke at the 
"*• sound of the bugle, and found his com- 
panions already awake. Rubbing his eyes, he 
looked around him for some time in blank 
astonishment. He had been dreaming about 
Stralsund and his wedding ; but now he found 
himself sitting on a horse-rug surrounded by 
soldiers who were washing and dressing, while be- 
hind him eight or nine other men were lying on 
the ground chained together by the l^s. Every 
face, every object was new and strange, and it was 
some time before the truth dawned upon him. 
At last he was recalled by his neighbour's voice. 

" How is your head this morning, Herr Scots- 
man ? " asked the parson. 

Wyndham brought his hand to his head, and 
became aware that it was bandaged again. " I 
knew not the old wound had opened," he said ; 
" but pray tell me, how did I come here i " 
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"You were brought here last night by this 
troop of dragoons with five other soldiers, but you 
alone were insensible, and I thought you would 
die, you looked so pale ; but we may thank the 
Lord now for His kindness in sparing you. I do 
not know you, but I feel a great interest in you/' 

Wyndham was about to reply when a soldier 
came up to them, touching his cap. He was a tall, 
well-made fellow with an honest face, upon which 
there reigned a somewhat wild and sad expression. 
He addressed Wyndham in English, and informed 
him that he had been sent by the quartermaster, 
and was glad to see him so much better. 

" Do you think youll be able to ride a horse to- 
day .^" he asked ; and on receiving a confirmative 
answer, continued : " We have orders to take you 
both to head-quarters. I suppose," he added, with 
simplicity, " there's something important about ye 
that the generalissimo wants to find out." 

" Indeed," thought Harry, " I am going to see 
Wallenstein too, then." The recollection of what 
he had just lost brought him into a very sad and 
dejected mood, which could be chased away 
neither by the parson's attempt at conversation 
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nor by the Irishman's civility, who evidently 
looked upon Harry as a soldier of importance, as 
his dress and accoutrements — very much better 
and costlier than those of poorer officers of the 
same rank — did not contradict what the gipsy 
had prophesied. 

They had but little opportunity to converse, for 
after a hasty breakfast of coarse bread and beer 
an officer commanded the men to mount ; and two 
horses having been brought for Harry and the 
parson, they were each surrounded by some dozen 
dragoons, and were soon on their way in a sharp 
trot to the camp of the generalissimo. 

The officer who commanded the little party rode 
for some time beside Wyndham, and began a con- 
versation with him about the war, the Swedes, 
Gustavus Adolphus, and other subjects, evidently 
desirous to draw him out. But Wyndham per- 
ceived the object and skilfully eluded the officer's 
questions ; or, where that was not possible, either 
kept silent or gave a positive denial, so that in a 
little time his interrogator desisted and spoke to 
him no more during their journey. The country 
around bore evident signs of having afforded passage 
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to an army. Deep furrows of wheels, everything 
round about trampled and crushed by men and 
beasts, and the fields shorn of what they contained, 
— such scenes, together with the recollection of his 
misfortunes, made the prisoner silent and thoughtful. 
They halted once for some refreshments at a 
half-burned village, but immediately proceeded in 
the same trot, which had been kept up now for 
about seven hours. The heat became intolerable ; 
the sun poured down its rays perpendicularly upon 
the men. The horses were blowing and began to 
stumble, for they were riding on a heath which 
was sloping upwards, and the dust was entering 
their throats and eyes, and caused a general cough- 
ing. Suddenly, as they were approaching the 
ridge of the hill, they saw several heads rising 
above it, and a horseman approaching them at full 
speed. The officer commanded the troop to halt, 
and rode forward. After exchanging a few words 
with the new comer, he ordered Harry and the 
parson to follow him. The two prisoners did as 
they were bid, and soon found themselves in the 
presence of half a dozen officers magnificently 
dressed and mounted, and all directing their atten- 



\ 
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tion to a tall thin figure on horseback in their 
middle. Having glanced over the letter which 
the officer gave him, the tall man looked at our 
captain for some moments in silence. " When is 
the King of Sweden coming over ? " he asked, in a 
short tone. 

"I do not know that he is coming over, yoijr 
excellency," answered Wyndham, concluding that 
he spoke to the generalissimo. 

" Have you ever seen him .^ " 

"Often." 

" Is he a great general in the field } " 

" He is a great man everywhere," answered 
Wyndham undauntedly. 

Wallenstein frowned, and his eyes flashed with 
anger. There was something in them as they 
shone from under his bushy eyebrows that made 
one feel awe-struck. Wallenstein continued, — 
"What rank have you in the Swedish army.?" 

*' Captain,'* answered Harry. 

" Have you spoken with the king ? " 

" I have." 

" And with Oxenstierna ? * 

"Often." 
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" What IS the strength of his army ? " 

" I do not know." 

" Take care," said the generalissimo ; and again 
his eyes flashed. But Wyndham felt that he 
could give no other answer. 

"Answer me this question, and you will have 
cause to thank me ; or else, beware," continued 
Wallenstein. "What is the strength of his regi- 
ments ? " 

" Your excellency," said Wyndham in a modest 
but firm tone, "your mind is too noble to 
require a true soldier to betray whatever secrets 
he knows of his master and king." 

"Answer my question, sirrah," thundered the 
duke, "and speak the truth, for your life. Once 
more, What is the strength of the Swedish regi- 
ments } " 

" I do not know," answered Harry calmly. " It 
is some time since I left Sweden, and I hear that 
great alterations have taken place in the army, of 
which I know no details." 

" You lie, villain ! " cried the duke ; and, raising 
the heavy riding-whip in his hand, he would have 
struck Wyndham a severe blow; but the excitement 
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and the day's fatigue were too much for the young 
/ Scot's nerves. He became giddy, the colour left 
his cheeks, and he fell back in the arms of his 
guide. The duke eyed the insensible youth for a 
moment with a cold, cruel look, and turned his 
horse in the opposite direction. 

When Wyndham awoke out of his swoon, he 
found himself in bed in a small room and two 
men seated by his side, to whom apparently his 
recovery gave much satisfaction. But great was 
his astonishment when he was accosted by one 
of them in English. 

" You feel well now, I hope, captain ? " he said, 
with a broad grin. 

Harry thanked him, and said he felt much better. 

"Well, ye ken," said the other man, apparently 
a kind of surgeon, and decidedly a Scotchman, 
** it was'na verra wise to talk till the duke in sic 
a fashion. Ony man would faint away after doing 
that." 

Harry expressed his sorrow for having done 
anything wrong, and asked politely whether he 
might know with whom he had the honour of 
^peaking. The officer then made himself known 
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as Lieutenant-Colonel Gordon. The surgeon 
having withdrawn, he began to chat very plea- 
santly with his prisoner, who had in the meanwhile 
risen. He ordered refreshments to be brought, and 
when a really sumptuous repast made its appear- 
ance, Wyndham was not slow in doing it ample 
justice. It struck him, however, that Gotdon 
pressed him rather too frequently to take wine. 
No doubt the quality of it was excellent, and the 
Scot seemed so glad to see a countryman, that 
it appeared almost natural. But he recollected 
the attempts of his custodian that morning. His 
suspicion having been once aroused, he declined to 
take any more wine, and was very cautious in his 
answers. Ere long his suspicions became verified. 
After some vain attempts to lead him into a con- 
versation about the state of affairs, Gordon began 
holding forth oh the advantages, splendid pros- 
pects, fine pay, — and indeed to judge by his costly 
dress his pay must have been very high, — speedy 
rise, and jolly life in Wallenstein's army ; to all of 
which Harry listened with the greatest possible 
humour, for he knew what was coftiing, and had 
made up. his mind long ago. " 
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At last Gordon came out with his offer, — Would 
he take service under Wallenstein ? He would 
get the command of a regiment at once, and the 
rank of lieutenant-colonel, with good pay. Harrj- 
refused at once and decidedly. Gordon tried 
everything, but in vain, and after an hour's con- 
versation he left Harry in a towering passion. In 
the evening Gordon returned and renewed his 
attack, making even more tempting offers than 
before. But Wyndham found it now comparatively 
easy to refuse, and would at last give no answer. 

" Well, sir," said Gordon at last, angrily, " if you 
refuse these offers, I warn you that it will go badly 
with you." 

"I cannot help that, colonel," answered Harry 
calmly. " I know I would not have a moment's 
rest if I should thus forsake my cause and my 
principles." 

" Pooh I I thought so too once ; but I found out 
that the victorious cause is the true one." 

" Well, then, there is this difference between us," 
said Harry, "that I serve the King of Sweden 
because I admire him and love to further his 
cause ; and you, sir, I am afraid, serve the duke 
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because you admire and love yourself, and con- 
sider your own cause the only important one/' 

Gordon bit his lips on hearing words which later 
events proved to be strictly true,* and left the 
room in a rage, slamming the door behind him. 
The apartment in which he was lodged received 
its light through one window near the roof, and 
looked into another room. Consequently, as it 
soon became dark, he found it wise to go to bed 
again, and was soon in a peaceful slumber. He 
was awakened the next morning at the break of 
day by the same officer who had conveyed him to 
the camp, and who desired him in curt tones to 
rise, partake of some food, and follow him. The 
repast of the previous day had been removed, and 
the coarse bread and beer of the camp substituted. 
The brief meal over, they soon arrived at what 
must have been the yard of the farm-house, where 
he found the same troop of men that had accom- 
panied him the day before, amongst whom, to his 



• Gordon was one of the principal actors in the sad tra- 
gedy of Wallenstein's death. He, General Butler, and others, 
agreed to execute their benefactor for the sake of advance- 
ment and gain. 
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inexpressible grief, he perceived the parson already 
mounted, and smiling and nodding at him as if 
they were going on a pleasure trip. 

The farm-house was situated on the slope of the 
hill ; and as the troop issued out of the yard, the 
magnificent sight of the camp in the valley, 
stretching along in the distance and coloured by 
the rays of the rising sun, burst upon them. The 
white tents, the glittering arms, flags, guns, and 
horses, the dark heath, the rosy sky, — it was 
indeed a beautiful and imposing spectacle, at once 
so peaceful and so pure, and it required a strong 
imagination to realize that there lay the scourge, 
the curse of Germany, 

Leaving the camp on the right, the party set off 
at a sharp trot in a southern direction, and for 
three hours not a word was spoken, which, as the 
road went over barren heath and sand, was not to 
be wondered at. 

At the first halt, however, after the men had 
partaken of some beer or wine, they became more 
communicative, and the greater the distance from 
the army became, the slacker did the officer hold 
the reins of discipline. Riding behind with the 
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quartermaster, he left the men to crack their jokes 
amongst themselves, which soon resulted in the 
two prisoners riding side by side. 

" Let us be cheerful, my friend," said the minis- 
ter, as soon as they were together ; •' we shall yet 
find a way out of these misfortunes/' 

" I do not know about that,'* said their acquaint- 
ance, the Irishman, who seemed to like their com- 
pany; "you are going to a place that is bad 
enough. Did you ever hear of Templin ? " 

Harry looked in bewilderment at the speaker, 
and a sudden terror smote him. The fearful things 
which he had heard of that place filled him with 
dismay ; and, almost breathless, he asked, ^' Are we 
going thither ? " 

The soldier nodded, and added in a sympa- 
thizing tone, " Never mind, captain ; it is not so 
bad as it looks. I have been in a prison of war half 
a dozen times, I think, and I rather like it for a 
change. Besides, you know, this war cannot last 
for ever." 

" That is but a poor consolation,'' said the par- 
son ; '* I know a better one. I have read of one 
man who was locked up in as strong a prison as 
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Templin, and chained to soldiers too, but he was 
helped out, notwithstanding all that." 

" Ah," said the Irishman to Harry, in his native 
tongue. " he's talking of St. Patrick.*^ 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE PRISON FORTRESS. 

TN the territory of Brandenbui^, and on the 
-*- borders of Lake TempHn, the sombre and 
massive walls of a strong castle rose abruptly out 
of the tranquil waters. Built upon a promontory, 
it was on all sides surrounded by the unfathom- 
able lake, and the only means of access lay 
through the heavy iron doors, upon the fortifica- 
tion of which the architect had brought to bear all 
the resources of his profession. The space inclosed 
by the walls was laid out partly as kitchen-garden, 
partly as stone-yard, and each day of the mono- 
tonous year a troop of silent and listless men 
might be seen engaged in laborious work as they 
performed the duties of the common ploughman, 
or, what was worse still, the heavy task of breaking 
and quarrying the stone that was to fortify their 
prison. Dispersed through the various groups were 
hard-featured and rough-handed overseers, whose 
ejaculations when inciting the prisoners to harder 
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work, and the monotonous calls of the sentries were 
the only sounds that broke the silence of that 
sombre abode. 

Somewhat livelier were the environs of the 
guard-house. There the soldiers not on duty 
amused themselves with cards, dice, and drink; 
there oaths and blasphemy, levity and wanton- 
ness reigned supreme, and not a thought of pity 
was bestowed on the unhappy objects of their 
care. The principal building, which was occupied 
by the dwellings of the officers of the garrison, the 
arsenal, the cells of the prisoners, and the sick 
rooms, was a large, square block, with a verandah 
running round it. Every point within the fortress 
might be seen at a glance from this elevated po- 
sition ; and here the commander of Templin was 
at this moment pacing up and down, throwing 
ever and anon a searching look around him. 

It seemed that something disturbed him, for 
he turned frequently to that part of the verandah 
which was nearest the guard-house, and from 
which subdued sounds of merriment proceeded. 
At last, when a chorus of laughter reached his 
ears, he frowned, and in a sharp and irritated voice 
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called "Carolo." A young page appeared, and 
waited to be addressed. 

'^ Go to the captain of the guard and ascertain 
what is the origin of the loud merriment I hear. 
Have J not told him frequently that I will not 
allow brawls and drunken revelry within these 
walls?'' 

The page sped on his errand s^nd returned in 
haste, reporting that it was no drunkenness^ but 
that Wanza, the gipsy, bad again arrived with 
his goods, and that be was exposing them for 
sale to the soldiers. 

" What I Wanza here again I '^ said the Quva- 
mander of the fortress, stamping with }iis fqot. 
'' Ha I has he forgotten our promise last time I We 
shall teach him to palm his forged goods on hoaest 
people, and enter these walls against our express 
command. Have him brought hither, Carolo, and 
silence those loud-mouthed fools.'' 

Carolo, expecting a good scene, flew to the 
guard-house, and ere long the gipsy was conduc- 
ted between two soldiers to the commander, who 
met them at the entrance of the building. Had 
Wyndham been present he would have had no 
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difficulty in recognising the features of the fortune- 
teller who came so opportunely to his help in 
the camp. He assumed a look of great humility 
before the commander, but a cunning glance from 
under his eyelashes showed that he was tolerably 
at his ease. 

"What now, impudent heathen 1^' said the com- 
mander, frowning, "you seem to have forgotten 
my command; I therefore mean to teach you 
beyond the possibility of forgetting. You must 
leave this castle within an hour, but I will have 
both thine ears cut off to remind thee for ever of 
that lesson, * Ye that have ears, hear.' What say 
you to that V 

" If such be xay fate, your grace, I have nought 
to say,'' answered the gipsy in humble tone. 

**And know you not your own fate, most wise 
prophet,'' said the commander in mocking tone, 
"who profess to read other people's?*' 

"We cannot read our own stars, and ^" 

"Nor those of others. Lead him away." 
" One humble word, your grace. Have not my 
prophecies come true } Did I not see two flames 
that first were one t And when they separated, 
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one grew bright and lucidy but was at last sud- 
denly extinguished ; while the other became smal- 
ler and enveloped by a cloud, but ultimately 
brightened and attained a greater brilliancy than 
the first. And how is this, your grace ? How 
is this ? Where is the brighter flame ? Where is 
the brilliant fire of his life?" 

The commander made a step forward and 
turned pale. His eyes fixed on those of the gipsy, 
he faltered, "What say you there? Is Salzbach 
then no more? What of him? Speak!*' 

" These ears have heard his last sigh, your grace, 
not more than three days ago; he was shot in 
a duel with Count von Zoger, and thus is the 
flame extinguished all too soon. But beware, 
your grace, for now the cloud will envelop the 
second flame, and if not heeded, that will be ex- 
tinguished too. Soldiers, lead me away ; I have 
done my duty.'' 

"Stay!" said the commander curtly ; and turn- 
ing to the soldiers and the page, " Begone ! leave 
me alone with this man." 

The officer then entered the building, and open- 
ing the door of a room motioned the gipsy to 
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follow him. It was a richly-furnished apartment, 
hung round with tapestry. After having paced 
the room for some time, he paused before the 
vagabond, whose demeanour was if anything still 
more humble than hithertofore. 

"Wanza, I have not much faith in thy prophe- 
cies ; but one thing has come true, and another, 
thou sayest, has just been fulfilled. Play not with 
me, or assuredly I shall make thy carcase game 
for the gaHowa What is this cloud that is com- 
ing — that has come over me ? Explain, and thou 
art free." 

A momentary flash of pleasure lit up the gipsy's 
face ; but he shrugged his shoulders, and said in 
plaintive tones, " Have mercy, your grace, I can- 
not command the mysterious powers that have 
been given me ; I can use them when they come, 
— that is all. I may be able to explain, but 
promise me a free exit, else I would rather 
surrender at once than risk your anger by a 
failure." 

"Thou art safe; but proceed,*' said the com- 
mander impatiently. 

The gipsy stepped to the large chimney, where 
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a logwood fire was still smouldering. With a 
touch of his foot he stirred the blocks, and threw 
something into the flame which made it shoot ' 
up and burn brightly. Then, having asked for 
some salt, he threw a handful of it in the flameSj 
and gazed long and intently at mysterious figures 
described by the smoke. At last he turned round 
and seized the hand of the commander^ who had 
watched him with suspended breath. 

" You are right, your grace, the cloud has come ; 
the hour of danger, of watchfulness, has arrived. 
Your life is again mixed up with another's. Is 
he harmed, then you must suffer ; does he die, 
then so must you ; does he live, then so shall 
you. I see seven circles : those are seven years. 
During that time his life is your life, his body is 
your body, his health your health. And here,*' 
pointing to his hand, "I see a Wj that is his 
name. His dress is foreign — it is that of a Scot. 
He is coming — I see him — " he paused. 

Here the flame in the chimney shot up high 
and disappeared. The gipsy's face, for a moment 
alive with a strange expression, assumed its or- 
dinary look of cunning and humility. The com- 
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mander gazed with grave looks at the glowing 
embers on the hearth, and became absorbed in 
deep thought. When he looked up from his re- 
verie, the gipsy had left the room and the castle. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE STRANGE PHYSICIAN, 

ALTHOUGH the commander was supersti- 
tious, and put some faith in the gipsy's 
words, it was still with considerable surprise that 
he received intelligence the same evening that two 
prisoners were to be brought to the castle; and 
found on their arrival the next day that one of 
them was a foreigner, a Scot, and that his name 
actually did commence with a W. Unacquainted 
with the peculiar circumstances which had in- 
spired Wanza's prophecy, he felt strangely at- 
tracted towards our hero. "If it be true,'* he 
mused, "that his life, health, and welfare are 
intimately connected with mine, then common 
prudence bids me take especial care of him/' 
And thus, to his great astonishment^ instead of 
being led to a subterranean cell, or doomed to 
spend his days in hard and unhealthy labour, 
Wyndham found himself reserved for the governor's 
own use. He was kept a prisoner, it is true, but 
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without having to experience any great hardships. 
He slept in a good cell, he was fed from the 
governor's own table, and his work in the day- 
time consisted in preparing those few records and 
books which the Imperial decree compelled that 
officer to keep. He was treated with the ut- 
most deference, and the governor himself offered 
him the use of his library. 

It may be supposed that Harry, though en- 
tirely at a loss to comprehend the reason of this 
treatment, was nevertheless very thankful for it, and 
looked upon it as a special act of Providence. 

It would be both useless and tedious to fol- 
low Wyndham in his imprisonment. There was 
absolutely no variety in his life, there was 
no incident that would be worth while record- 
ing. News from the outside world there was 
none. Whether the Imperial forces had again 
surrounded Stralsund and been successful in sub- 
duing it; whether those whom he loved were 
still alive and thinking of him ; or whether they 
had fallen by the cruel hand of war, — ^these 
and a thousand other questions started up in his 
busy brain, and tormented him each weary day. 
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But when he glanced from his own condition to 
that of the other prisoners, and saw the signal 
difference, he was deeply thankful and lost in 
wonder. The governor remained ever scrupu- 
lously anxious about his welfare. He would fre- 
quently enter into conversation with his prisoner, 
and make him tell the story of his life, which, 
as a sort of recompense, the latter was glad to 
give. He found his hearer very interested, but sur- 
prisingly superstitious on certain points, especially 
as to the fact of there existing some mysterious 
connection between them. Not knowing to what 
use this strange delusion might lead, he did not 
attempt to controvert it. The governor even 
supplied him with some English books which 
he had procured at a great cost, and had he 
dared he would have allowed him to roam at 
his ease over the whole castle. The strict dis- 
cipline, however, limited even his power, and an 
hour each day in the square was all that was 
allowed him. Thus week succeeded week, and 
season followed season, till Wyndham counted two 
long years, and began to wonder whether he 
was doomed to spend the rest of his life in 
this seclusion. But help was near. 
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One day a peculiar kind of epidemic broke 
out amongst the prisoners, and in a few cases 
proved fatal. As soon* as this was ireported 
to the governor he seemed in the greatest trouble. 
His anxiety increased each day, and at last he 
resolved to send a messenger to the Imperial 
army, requesting a physician to be sent imme- 
diately. One afternoon in September, fully two 
years having now elapsed since his imprisonment, 
Wyndham sat in the little room he usually occu- 
pied when engaged in his work, when he became 
aware of an object passing between him and the 
light On looking up he saw on the verandah 
outside the window a tall form, wrapped in a long 
gown and covered with a strangely-fashioned 
hood. He had never seen the figure before, 
and as the face was perfectly unknown to him, 
he conjectured that it must be the new physician 
arrived from the Imperial camp. But what was 
his astonishment when, on passing his window 
again, the strange visitor made a momentary 
pause, and putting his fingers to a little hole in 
one of the maa;]^^ small panes of glass, threw a 
piece of crumpled parchment into the room and 
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disappeared. In an instant Harry had seized the 
parchment and read these words in English, " The 
governor will visit you shortly. Feign illness." 

These few words, with their strange suggestion, 
little as they told him, made his heart leap. His 
blood ran wildly through his veins, and his temples 
throbbed as he read the two short sentences 
over and over again. Had he a friend in the 
castle, and that one of his own nation? The 
door opened and the governor entered on his 
usual morning visit. At that moment Harry was 
sitting before the table, his face covered with 
his hands. As the governor entered he assumed 
his ordinary position, but he could not hide from 
the other's watchful eyes his intense excitement 
He trembled violently, there was an unusual 
colour in his cheeks and a sparkle in his eye 
that might have deceived any one. 

" You do not feel well, captain ?" said the 
governor, seizing the youth's hand, his own trem- 
bling almost as much. "We must get the 
physician to look at you ;" and hastily he left 
the room, unaware how he had unconsciously 
helped the plan of which Harry knew only a 
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small part Presently Harry heard footsteps 
approaching the room, and the voice of the 
governor in earnest conversation. Then the door 
opened, and the strange figure once more stood 
before him. After frequent feeling of the pulse 
he recommended that the young man should 
be put to bed in a quiet room. "If possible," 
he said, " let it be on the basement, and if you 
have no objection, let me inspect the room." 

The sound of the voice made Harry tremble ; 
and the whole of that day, until he was re- 
moved in the evening to a cell at the bottom 
of the house, he puzzled his mind to recall 
where he had heard that voice before. But 
though the sound was perfectly familiar to him, 
he had no recollection of the face; and the 
agony of suspepse as he construed and wondered 
over the English words and over the sound of 
the voice would almost have been sufficient to 
work him into a fever. Exhausted at last by 
anxious listening, for it had grown totally dark 
in his room, he fell into a troubled slumber. 

He dreamt of Stralsund, of the happy days 
ere his great trouble came over him. He dreamt 
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that he stood once more on the rock on the 
Jttle island, and was overlooking the Imperial 
camp, and that the gipsy stood by his side 
pointing out the various works, and that at last 
the gipsy said in a warning voice, ** Haste thee 
and to work, for the time has come." He awoke, 
and curiously the voice still sounded in his 
ear. The room was lit by a lamp, and by the 
side of his bed stood the physician. 

With a half-stifled cry Harry flew out of bed, 
and rushing to the mantled figure, almost em- 
braced it, with the words, "Joe Marks! Joe 
Marks 1 " 

"Hush!'' whispered the gipsy, arresting the 
youth's impetuosity. "Do you want both of 
us to be killed? Say not another word, but 
listen. You have borne bravely hitherto." 

Without utterance Harry seated himself on a 
chair^ scarcely venturing to breathe. Then did 
the gipsy speak clear, concise, and hopeful words. 
The King of Sweden lay with a large army 
within three days* march of the castle. His own 
friend Baverley was on his way to attack it 
with a considerable force, hoping to surprise it. 
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"I greatly fear, however," he continued, "that 
the governor has been advised of it, and that 
when your friend arrives to-morrow he will find 
everything ready for his reception. We cannot 
therefore trust to this. Now listen to my plan ; 
one life is worth another. In procuring this dis- 
guise I have already incurred very great risk. 
If you do not obey me implicitly, therefore, my 
danger will have been incurred in vain. Here 
is a rope, bind me ; change your upper garments 
for mine, gag me, and disguised in my robe, 
leave this building. On the southernmost angle of 
the outer wall you will find a sentry> whom I 
have drugged \ a rope ladder hangs down to the 
waterside, where a boat is in readiness. The 
night is dark ; all depends upon your agility 
and silence. Now, quickly." 

Feeling that this was no moment for inde* 
cision, Harry proceeded tb bind the gipsy, who 
had already divested himself of his long robe 
and hood. For a moment he hesitated when 
leaving the room, doubting whether he was acting 
a noble part to leave his preserver in such a plight^ 
but an impatient movement of the latter put an 
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end to his indecision, and closing the door softly, 
he wrapped the mantle around him and stole 
through the passages. Luckily no one within 
the house obstructed the supposed physician, and 
in a few moments Harry breathed the air out- 
side. It was completely dark, but he knew his 
way perfectly. The wall was gained, the sentry 
lay in a state of helpless torpor. Arming him- 
self with the soldier's pistols and sword, he felt 
for the ladder. It was there. He descended, — 
his foot was in the boat, — ^he was free. 

But the time for action was not yet gone by. 
His flight might be discovered and a pursuit 
begun. He seized the oars with vigour, and 
each stroke separated him farther from the 
sombre mass that rose out of the water. Sud- 
denly his boat came in violent contact with an 
object on the water, and he was thrown forward. 
Ere he could recover his position, he was seized, 
his mouth covered, and he himself dragged into 
another boat which was filled with men. 

"Who art thou, — ^friend or foe?" asked a rough 
voice, in German. 

"An escaped prisoner" 
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" Hallo ! captain ! this' comes handy," said 
another voice, in English. " What is thy name ? " 

It was William's voice, — William's honest, 
deep and clear voice, sending a thrill through 
his veins. 



CHAPTER XX. 

IN THE MEANTIME. 

A S may be supposed, William's boat was riot 
•^^" the only one on Lake Templin that 
night Ere the two friends had disengaged 
themselves from each other's embrace, another 
boat, and another, came gliding up noiselessly, 
all filled with men armed to the teeth. No time 
was to be lost. With a sudden impulse Wyndham 
related in a few words how he had escaped, and 
how he found the sentry asleep. In a compa- 
ratively short time the wall was gained, and with 
a burning desire to set the other captives free, 
Wyndham led the way up the ladder, and found 
himself once more on the walls of the prison. 

The rest is soon told. The garrison, not ex- 
pecting this attack, was taken entirely by sur- 
prise. After a short but sharp fight it was 
disarmed and the castle gained. But as they 
knew that assistance must without fail arrive 
from the nearest military post within a few 
hours, the prisoners were hastily liberated and 
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armed, the garrison locked up in the cells, and 
the fortifications blown up. And when the sun 
rose the troop had again crossed the lake, and 
each horseman, with a liberated prisoner behind, 
was already on the road to the Swedish camp. 

"And how have you fared all these years?" 
asked Harrys riding behind his friend. 

" I have fared very well asl regards the body,'' 
answered William, "a slight wound which I received 
in the taking of Stettin excepted. But I have been 
in the terrible anxiety over you," he said, looking 
fondly at Harry, " for I thought of nothing but 
your death, which I firmly expected to have taken 
place, having myself seen the cruelty of these 
mercenaries/' 

" It would have taken pldce, like enotigh," an- 
swered Harrys "but foi" some unaccountable kind- 
ness or leniency on the part of the governor; who 
insisted upon treating me more like a guest than 
like a prisoner." And he related to William what 
we know already. "But," he concluded; "how did 
you come to know that I was here ? Is it true 
that the king has come over? I can hardly 
believe it ; and yet of course it must be so." 
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"This would be the sixth time I have told you/' 
said William, smiling ; " but in order to satisfy 
your curiosity, I will tell you everything that has 
happened, as far as I was present or have been 
able to learn. Shortly after Wallenstein aban- 
doned Stralsund, the King of Denmark, who was 
much afraid of having his territory taken away 
from him altogether, made peace with the 
emperor and withdrew within his country. This, 
you can fancy, made the Protestant Union weaker 
than ever. There were now two formidable 
Imperial armies in Germany ; Mansfeldt had died, 
the Duke of Brunswick was nowhere to be found, 
the King of Denmark had made peace, and, in 
fact, the Union had not a man to oppose to 
Wallenstein and Tilly. This the Catholics soon 
saw, and they then forced the emperor to sign 
the Edict of Restitution, whereby the Protestants 
were grievously wronged and oppressed. The 
latter immediately resolved to turn to Gustavus 
and request him to come over and help them. 
Now you know that there was already some mis- 
understanding between the king and the emperor, 
for you recollect how the emperor sent troops 
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undei Conti to help the Poles against Gustavus. 
So the king resolved to come over and assist 
the Protestants, and Sir Alexander Leslie received 
orders in April of this year to take possession 
of Rugen. 

"The island of Rugen was captured in a few 
days, except one very strong fortress. The old 
fellow, however, commenced battering it from 
land and sea, when suddenly the garrison made 
a sally. Leslie perceived that the smoke of our 
guns entered the fort and prevented those inside 
from seeing us, and so he ordered me to take 
two companies and rush in. Favoured by the 
smoke, we got inside, and found hardly any 
one there. Then there was a tussle, I promise 
you, the garrison being hemmed in on both 
sides. But we soon made away with them, and 
I was placed inside the castle as custodian. 
In the end of June, one morning early, there 
lay the king's fleet before us, and three boats 
were rowing ashore.* I knew the first figure 
that landed to be the king's, even if I had not 

^ Hagenbach, in his lectures, maintains that Gustavus 
landed on Usedom, an island on the Pommersche-Hoff. 
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seen him do what he did. But when his suite, 
amongst whom I saw Lord Falkenberg, Count 
Thurn, Banner, Kniphausen, Sir John Hepburn, 
and others, had landed, the king uncovered, and 
kneeling down on the sand, offered up thanks to 
God. Immediately afterwards he seized a spade 
and fell to digging a trench, and got all those that 
were ashore to help him ; and being . assisted 
each time by greater nunibers of those who 
landed, a trench was soon thrown up and armed 
with cannon, so that in the evening the army 
was safely entrenched. 

''I did not much like the idea of remaining 
in Rugen while the king was going to conquer 
Germany ; so 1 petitioned that I might exchange 
in Lord Reay's regiment of horse, which request 
was granted. Some days afterwards the king 
landed all his forces on the island of WoUin, 
and having secured that and Usedom, he marched 
straight on to Stettin and encamped before the 
walls, from which a great number of spectators 
were looking down upon us, principally ladies. 
The king sent a messenger to the Duke of 
Pomerania, who was inside at that time, summon- 
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ing him to open the gates. The duke, who is 
an old man, came out in a carriage drawn by six 
magnificent horses, to request the king tp aUow 
the town to remain neutral ; for you knqw hp 
was afraid both of the king and of the emperor. 
*No, no!' says the king, 'he who is not with us 
is against us ; and you may be sure that we 
shall treat you better than Tilly or Pappenheim/ 
Well, the duke did not like it at first, and spoke 
of a large garrison, and being able to defend 
the city. * Come, my lord duke,* said the king, 
*as to your garrison, if that is it,' pointing to 
the ladies on the wall, 'we'll very soon make 
way with it' At which the duke laughed, and 
begged to be allowed to return to the city 
and consult his council. 'Certainly,' says the 
king, 'allow me to give you an escort worthy 
of your station.' And as the coach returned, 
and the gates opened, he had three hundred 
soldiers marching in front of it, who quickly 
ran inside, mastered the gates and the garrison, 
and ere the duke knew it, the castle and the 
town were ours. 
"Then the king divided his army into three 
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parts : one part marched into Mecklenburgh ; 
another, which he himself commanded, went to 
Stralsund, taking possession of all the towns on 
the way; and we were sent into Pomerania, 
whence we returned just in time to witness a 
disgraceful piece of treachery. There was a 
certain Quint in the army, a colonel of horse, 
who for some reason or other having been sent 
on an expedition against the Imperial forces, went 
over to their side and allowed his men to be cut 
to pieces. This annoyed the king very much, 
and he declared that if ever he caught that 
Quint, or any of his friends or accomplices, they 
should be made an example of to the whole 
army. The king was now encamped near GreifTen- 
hagen, having made himself master of the whole 
of Mecklenburgh and Pomerania in about two 
months. About seven weeks ago he resolved to 
attack Conti, who was encamped on the bank 
of the Oder, thus cutting off from Stettin all 
supply by that river. But when we came upon 
the camp of Torquati Conti, we found it so 
strong and well defended that the king dared 
not attempt a storm, but took up a position 
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not far from him. We could get all our provi- 
sions much more easily, of course, for the people 
here are so dead against the Imperialists that they 
murder them whenever they can. Besides, we 
pay ready money for all we get, and foraging 
parties are strictly prohibited. 

" One day (a Wednesday evening) I was walking 
just outside the camp, all by myself in the dark, 
thinking about you, and hoping that some day 
you might be restored to us ; when I became con- 
scious that I was b^ing followed by a black figure 
which I could only just distinguish against the 
lights of the camp. Wherever I went it was 
sure to follow me ; and afraid lest, placing itself 
between me and the camp, it might prevent me 
from entering, I ran towards the camp as fast as 
I could; when, convinced that the mysterious 
figure was close upon me, I suddenly turned 
round, drew my sword, and nearly ran up against 
it. In some inexplicable way, however, I was 
knocked off my legs, and the mysterious individual, 
who proved to be a youth of perhaps twenty 
years, was at my throat, whispering in German, 
'Hold thy tongue; Pll let thee go at once if 

Q 
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thou'lt answer me one question. Canst thou 
take a letter from me to Lieutenant Baverley 
of the Scots Horse ? * 

"Much astonished, as yoil will readily believfe, 
I told him that I was that p^erson, which he 
would not at first believe, until, having asked 
me whether I had lost a friend, I told him your 
name and disappearance. That seemed to satisfy 
him, fdr leaving a slip of paper in my hand, he 
was away ih a moment Arrived in my tent, 1 
looked at the pzipfer. It ran as follows: — ^'Sir, 
one good turn deserves another. Havd the kind- 
ness to keep an eye on CaptaLm Johan Baptisia, 
who is a traitor, and I may be able to tell you 
something about your friend Harry Wyndham. 
You may find me (if you come quite alone), 
Saturdaiy night, ten of thfe clock, on the same 
spot.— An iMPfeRiAList Friend.' 

" 1 did hot put much faith irt the communi- 
cation, but still resolved to watch Baptista, whom 
I knew to have been a friend of Quint's. The 
next day nothing happened to awake my suspicion 
miich, though I noticed that Baptista inquired 
particularly after the time at which worship was 
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to be held on the following day, the king 
having on that day (Friday) ordered a general fast 
and prayer. On Friday morning I pleaded a 
headache to excuse me from churchy and I fol- 
lowed Baptista closely without being observed by 
him. I saw him put nails into the touch-holes 
of many of the guns, which I took good care to 
take out again with the point of my knife. At 
last, as he stood talking to a sentry and playing 
with his gun, hfc fired it under pretence of an 
accident. I knew very well that this was 
meant for a signal, so I ran up and ordered 
the sentry to beat the alarm. ' Do no such thing,' 
says Baptista. 'Yes, do,' said I, 'and run and 
tell the king there is treachery here;* and with 
that I had Baptista down and was on the top of 
him, with the point of my sword at his throat. 
The sentry hung the drum round his neck and 
beat the alarm while running to where the service 
was being conducted ; and there was not much 
time to be lost either, for within half an hour 
we had 15,000 Imperialists down upon us. 
When the attack was beaten off, Baptista was 
summoned before a drumhead court-martial and 
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hanged in the sight of the whole army. The 
next evening I again met the boy, and he told 
me you were here, and that if I rowed to a little 
gate at the waterside and opened it with a petard, 
I should find but little resistance, — few knowing 
of the existence of this gate. I got permission to 
take three hundred horse with me and followed 
his advice. But whether we should have succeed- 
ed without your timely help is a matter of 
doubt, for we knew nothing of the inside of the 
prison ; and had we opened the gate with a petard 
we should not have been able to enter so quickly 
and silently as we did. But here we are in 
sight of the camp." 

And truly, riding to the top of a hill, they 
saw the Oder at their feet, and by the side of it 
the Swedish camp. 



CHAPTER XXI. 
THE KING. 

T T was about noon when the troop arrived in 
•*• the Swedish camp. 

As soon as William had issued the necessary 
orders for the treatment of the liberated prisoners, 
he took Harry's arm, saying, " Come along. I 
must at once introduce you to my chief. Lord 
Falkenberg, who will be glad to see you. I dare 
say he will present you to the king." 

Harry had no objection to this course, as he 
knew Lord Falkenberg from former days ; and 
they were soon on their way to the village of 
Grimm, where the king and his staff had taken 
up their quarters. The marshal of the household 
was at* that moment lodged in the second best 
house in the village, — ^the butcher's shop, — in the 
best room of which he had installed himself, to the 
immense pride of its owner. The two young men 
entered ; the marshal was busily engaged with the 
papers with which his table was covered, for it was 
he who had been charged with the duty of providing 
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for the king's person and staff, and who was the 
confidant of the king's yijost secret plans. It was 
one of his characteristics that he never forgot 
any one who had once been brought into his mas- 
ter's presence. He remembered the young Scot 
instantly, and rose to welcome him with extended 
hand. 

*' Do you know," said he, *' that the king hath 
inquired after you, and desires to 3ee you } " 

"Surely, it is top much honour," said Harry, 
"to be thus noticed by the greatest king in Europe. 
I should think that he must be busy with more 
important matters than the fate of poor c^ptains.^' 

.•?Ah," said Lord Falkenberg, smiling and 
shaking his head, " it is just in this I think his 
genius most chiefly appears. He thinks of every- 
thing and everybody ; and I do believe he looks 
upon his soldiers as his children. Very often in 
Poland, when the weather was bad and trying, 
he sent for me in the night and inquired whether 
I had looked to the men, and whether thisy 
were sufficiently sheltered ; though he often ^akes 
but indifferent lodgings himself, as you will see 
if you follow me." 
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As they issued into the street they found it 
full of soldiers, for the guard regiments had just 
returned from skirmishing practice. The men 
made way respectfully for the three officers, and 
looked with some curiosity at Wyndham whose 
history had somehow got known. The king was 
quartered in the chief place of the village, the 
council-house, inn, and seat of the magistrate, 
which dignitary was at the same time innkeeper. 
In a large but poorly furnished room, with a 
bright fire blazing in an immense chimney, a 
wooden floor covered with sand, and containing 
as articles of luxury a camp-chair and a writing- 
table near the fire, a man of middle stature was 
standing with his back to the door, in front of 
the fire. Harry^s heart beat violently, for he 
knew that figure to be the king's, and many a 
time had he looked at it as it cheered the 
soldiers in the hottest of a fight. As the door 
closed, the noise attracted the king's attention, 
and he turned round sharply. He possessed 
undoubtedly a fine face ; his head was exceedingly 
well-shaped, and, if anything, small. An ample 
forehead, bright but kind eyes, and a firm deter- 



232 The Maid of Stralswtd. 

mined mouth, the smile of which was all the 
more charming as it relieved a slight expression 
of severity which was apt to linger around it; 
such were the features of Gustavus Adolphus. 
He wore his brown hair short, and his beard 
pointed ; a broad flat collar of white linen reached 
half way down his shoulders, and his doublet and 
hose were of plain dark silk. He had a paper in 
his hand in which he had been reading when he 
was interrupted by the entrance of Falkenberg 
and Harry. The marshal, when arrived in the 
middle of the room, presented Harry to his ma- 
jesty, who vouchsafed him a kind nod. 

" Why, sir captain \ we thought you had -taken 
service with the emperor,'^ said he kindly. 

''Not as long as this arm is able to lift a 
sword for your majesty,^' answered Harry. 

" And how. did you find the Imperial camp } 
Was there as much drunkenness as is reported?" 
asked the king. 

Wyndham modestly described some of the 
scenes he had witnessed, and mentioned his 
interview with Wallenstein. The king grew curious, 
and sitting down in his chair, desired him to 
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describe Wallenstein fully ; which he did to the 
best of his memory, mentioning Wallenstein's 
question about the strength of the regiments. 

" And did he ask nothing about me ? " said 
the king. 

" He asked whether I thought your majesty 
great in the field/^ said Wyndham. 

" And what did you answer ?" 

"I answered that I thought your majesty to 
be great everywhere." 

The king and Falkenberg both laughed, and 
seemed to enjoy the answer as a joke. 

" I have just received a despatch from Brah^," 
said th(f^ing to Falkenberg, "and Leslie seems 
to think that some attack may be ventured upon 
Rostock, which is now the only town the Imperial- 
ists hold in Mecklenburg. What do you think ?" 

" I think it might be tried," said Falkenberg ; 
and added, musingly, "it would greatly please 
our friend Oxenstierna if he could once more 
enter the town where he studied a quarter of a 
century ago." 

** Yes," said the king, " and we hope to get 
Jena and Wittenberg too," Then turning to 
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Harry, who had stepped back, he said sHIy, 
''You have some friends in Stralsund, captain, 
have you not V' 

Harry coloured, and muttered that he had. 

*' Would you like to take our despatch there ?*' 
he asked, laughing ; and when he saw the response 
in Harry^s beaming face, continued : *' A captai^ 
without men is no captain. My lord, can you 
not give him a company of horse I Do ; and let 
him be ready at five this evening to take my 
despatch to Stralsun4. Till then, good-bye." 

Harry sank upon one knee, overpowered by 
so ipuch kindness, and reverently kissed the 
hand which the king held out to him. Punctually 
at the appointed hour he was again admitted 
into the king's presence, and received from his 
own hand the despatch to Leslie. He had in 
the meantime received the command of a troop 
of horse, though his request to have William 
with him could not at that moment be granted, 
as William was in immediate attendance upon 
Falkenberg. Full of spirits, therefore, Harry, at 
the head of his men, rode out of the camp in 
the direction of Stralsund. 
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Various thoughts occupied him as he went 
along. He bad been saved from a great danger. 
He was going back to see those whom he loved, 
and he would do all in his power to indemnify 
them for the grief which he had caused them. And 
there was not a little bitterness mixed up with 
this feeling as he thought how he had been the 
cause of so much pain, and that, perhaps, he had 
done evil which could not be again made good. 
As be thought of this, — ^that possibly Helena 
had received an injury for life, or that the pastor 
had died in consequence of his daughter's grief, 
be trembled, and would have spurred his horse 
to fly all the way had not his troop detained 
^im. He knew that Helena had been ill. Had she 
died \ or was she, perhaps, married to some one 
pise ? They had written no letter, and held no 
communication with William since his departure. 
Surely, if some such catastrophe had not hap- 
pened, they would have written once at least. 
Such and such-like were his thoughts ; some- 
times hope having the ascendency, sometimes 
doubt, till a sudden event chased all these 
dreams out of his head. 
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They were going through a somewhat hilly 
and undulating country, and he had taken the 
. precaution to send out an advanced guard, who 
reconnoitred the road. As they were entering 
a little forest leading up to a hill, these came 
riding back with the intelligence that a troop of 
Imperial horse, somewhat stronger than they, were 
approaching them. Harry immediately resolved 
upon a stratagem. He ranged his men on each 
side of the road in the forest so that they could not 
be seen, and ordered a dozen to turn tail and 
travel down the hill, as if flying away from the 
enemy. The result proved that he was quite 
right in his surmise. In a little time the Imperialist 
troop reached the top of the hill, and observing 
the dozen flying from them, the commanding 
officer ordered half of his men to pursue them, 
who presently came galloping past Harry and his 
troop in full pursuit. Not long afterwards the 
other half appeared in a gentle trot, and was in 
a trice surrounded. 

A sharp combat then began. The Swedish 
cavalry with their heavy horses were more than 
a match for the Croats, whose small animals and 
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light armament were more suited to a running 
encounter. Still they fought with the courage of 
despair, and broke the line around them in several 
places. At one spot, however, the fight raged 
hotly. The officer in charge having assembled 
the bravest around him, with a stern determina- 
tion to fight against any odds, held out against 
the ever-increasing number of his opponents ; the 
men about him were giving way, unable to resist 
the fury of the Swedes ; and one giant was already 
lifting up his sword to deal the officer a death- 
blow, when Harry spurred his horse, and beating 
the sword aside, cried in a voice of thunder, 
** Hold ! no murder !" Then, turning to the officer, 
he said, " You are my prisoner." 

The officer, who had expected the blow without 
flinching, cast a look of gratitude at the speaker, 
and handed over his sword. But when he saw 
Harry's face, he turned deadly pale, started in his 
saddle, and brought his hands to his eyes. At this 
moment Harry noticed a commotion amongst his 
men, and looking round, saw the other half of the 
Croats and those wha had escaped galloping to 
the rescue, with their lances pointed at the Swedes. 
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Before he had time to rally his meft, the Croats 
were dowtt amongst them ^ith that iSwiftness arid 
futy which render thfeir charge one of the rnbst 
irresistible in the world; Ere they had beferi 
fightirig many minutes, they had rescued all their 
comrades, except those whose wounds prevfented 
them from remaining Iri the saddle, and were 
flying itt all directions pufsued by the Swedes. 

As Harry that Evening weiit to rest in the 
village where he had taken up his quarters, he 
said to himself, " Where have I ^ttn the face of 
that officer before ? I know it v\rell ; bitt whose 
is it r 



CHAPTER XXII. 

BACK IN STRALSUND. 

T T was with a beating heart that Wyhdham rode 
•*■ through the well-known Franken Gate on to 
the quay of Stralsiind. Two years and a half had 
well-nigh elapsed since he left it. Many things 
had happened since then which had exercised a 
great influehce upon his life. The appearance of 
the city was totally different from that of former 
days. It was then bright summer weather, and 
the sunbeams played upon the waves of the sea ; 
the birds sang in the trfefes, and though their song 
was often interrupted by the report of the firearms, 
nature around was green and lovely. Now, a cold 
blast of north wind chilled him to the very bbrie, — 
everything he passed, a3 if prophetic of his re- 
ception, looked cold, dead, uninviting. The birds 
had long flown to a warmer climate, the sun was 
hid behind black clouds, and the sea, like a mass 
of lead, looked so gloomy, that he involuntarily 
felt as if his visit to the town would bring him but 
little good. When arrived at the Town-hall, he 
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heard to his disappointment that the governor was 
not at that moment in town, as he had gone over 
to the island of Rugen, but would shortly return. 
Hardly allowing himself time to see to the quar- 
tering of his men, and to respond to the hearty 
congratulations of some of his old comrades, he 
hurried away to the Franken-Strasse, and eagerly 
approached the house where he had spent the 
happiest moments of his life. 

How well did he remember the shop at the 
corner of the street, and the houses of the neigh- 
bours ; the very stones seemed known to him. 
The knock which he gave sounded at once familiar 
and melancholy ; there was no response, the noise 
echoed loudly and mournfully through the house. 

"Come,'' thought he, "I must not begin to think 
the worst at once. That old servant was always 
slow in opening the door. I shall knock again, 
and if they do not open, I know a way to get into 
the garden." 

Accordingly, he knocked again, and heard 
steps coming to the door. Certainly they were 
not the steps of the old servant, nor those of any 
of the family ; but they might have taken a new 
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servant The middle-aged woman who appeared 
in answer to his summons, attired in somewhat 
showy but slovenly dress, certainly was a total 
stranger ; and Harry's heart sank within him, for 
he knew that Helena would never have allowed 
any one in her house to be so untidy. 

"Is Pastor Hermann at home?" he asked in a 
faltering voice. 

" Pastor— who .?" 

" Pastor Hermann," repeated Harry. 

" I know not Pastor Hermann," said the woman ; 
"who is he.?" 

" He lived here at one time,— some two years 
since,'' said Harry, almost choking. 

" Oh, ay, yes ; I remember now. That was the 
Calvinist who had to go away ; and a good job 
too. I know naught about him." 

" But stay, my good woman," said Harry, gently 
preventing her from closing the door, "I am 
greatly interested in his whereabouts. If you 
could help me *' 

" I tell you again that I know nothing, and I 
will know nothing, of that Calvinist, that heretic, 
that wicked man," 

R 
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Harry heard no more. He went out into the 
street, scarcely knowing whither to turn. He 
walked slqwly aw^y, alpng fhe rqad which Ijp 
had §q pften walked \>y her side^ but scarcely 
noticed }t, for his ffiipd was pverwhelmed with 
sadness, and there was no one to console him. 

Sir Alexander Leslie had returned from Rugen, 
whither he had gone to inspect the garrison, and 
was awaiting the king's messenger in his room. 
He was seated in his official chair, before ^ table 
covered with papers and maps^ and by his side sat 
an adjutant. When Harry entered, his face wore a 
grave and dignified expression befitting his high 
station ; but when Ije saw Wyndham, a broad 
smile lit up his features, and relinquishing all his 
official dignity, he started frppi bis cb^ir to meet 
the youth, and grasping his hand warmly, clapped 
him on the back several times in hi§ rough, homely 
old way, and went so remarkably near to a hug 
that the adjutant thought he hg.d better look the 
other way. Harry was quite moved by the 
general's cordiality, and told his story as shortly 
as possible, for he longed to ask another question 
which was burning on his lips. 
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" Oh," said Leslie, who had returned to his seat> 
and had listened attentively, "you may be very 
thankful, Wyndhara. I am surprised that they 
have dealt with you so yery leniently. Are you 
surj^ they did not skin you ?" 

*'They must have done it very quietly,'' said 
Harry with a smile, "for I am not aware of 

it/' 

" Mercy on us," said the general musingly, and 
passing his hand gently over Wyndham's back; 
"I thocht Wallenstein skinned all his prisoners. 
Are you sure not? Mercy on us, — ^ye pught to 
be thankful!" 

" I am thankful, general," said Harry. " But 
here is the despatch of his majesty the king. Will 
you be pleased to read it ?" 

The general, who had risen from the ranks and 
could not read, took the despatch upside down, 
and looking at it unconcernedly, said to Harry, 
"You will find a good many things in this city 
altered since you left.'* 

" It is just what I would ask you," said Harry. 
" To my great sorrow, I find that Pastor Hermann 
has left his old house and, I fear, the city. But 
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can you tell me what has become of him, as I am 
deeply interested in his lot ?" 

•'Oh! the Calvinistic minister that was here! 
Ay, I remember him very well. Right good 
sermons he used to give us ; and I used to love a 
talk with the old man. But somehow his congre- 
gation fell off. Probably because this is not a 
very favourable town for his creed. The people 
gradually dropped off; and when first your friend 
William Baverley had to go, and then Wechter, — 
who, by the bye, is as wise and thoughtful an old 
soldier as I have had the pleasure to meet, — and 
there was hardly any one left, the pastor went 
too." 

Harry sighed, and was silent for some moments. 
At last he said : " Herr Wechter gone too ! How 
was it that he went ? And do you know whither 
the pastor has gone ?'' 

" No, not I. The fact is, he was advised to go 
somewhere by Wechter before he left the town. 
They spoke of Halberstadt, and even of Switzer- 
land, but where he has really gone I cannot say. 
Probably Wechter could^ l^vit ^ven he is not here 
now." 
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"But at least you can tell me where he is?'' 
asked Harry eagerly. 

Leslie shook his head. '* He must be either in 
Sweden, in Poland, or somewhere hereabouts. 
He was so saddened by the death of his wife, that 
he resolved to accept the invitation of his old 
friend Oxenstierna, and sailed for Sweden nearly 
six months ago." 

" The death of his wife," repeated Harry, " and 
the loss of his son !" The tone in which he said 
these last words was so deeply mournful that the 
general looked at him with pity. 

Full of sorrow, Harry left the city the next day, 
after having convinced himself that no trace of the 
Hermann family could be discovered. The only 
man who would be able to tell him whether 
Helena was yet in the land x>{ the living was 
Herr Wechter; and to search for him was a 
tedious and difficult undertaking, of which the 
result was at best but dubious. 

Having received a warning from the late skir- 
mish, Harry proceeded on his way back but 
slowly. When he arrived at the camp, after 
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having delivered Leslie's despatch to Lord Falken- 
berg, he went to seek his friend Baverley, and 
found him inside his tent. 

"Good news!" he said joyfully, as Harry 
entered ; " now I hope that we shall at last get 
somebody to cope with." 

"What good news is that?" asked Hatry, 
quietly seating himself. 

"Why, Torquato Conti has resigned. the fcom- 
mahd, and Tilly is again appointed generalissimo. 
He has already assembled an army, and is march- 
ing hither as fast as he can ; so we shall have 
plenty of work anon. But how are you so silent ^ 
Is anything amiss with Helena ?" 

Harry told his story in a few words. Both 
friends were silent for some hlottierits. 

"The only thing we can do is to wait. I am 
certain Herr Wechter is hot iri the army yet, for 
theft I must have heard ffbm him. Rethinks he 
is in Sweden, assisting the chancelldr, with whom 
he studied at Rostock, and under whom he after- 
wards served both as soldier and as counsellor. 
We have frequently spoken of him, and he has as 
warm an admiration for Oxenstierna as we have." 
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"And to write to hiixi, I suppose, would be of 
little use ?" said Harry. 

" We may try/' answered Williaiii ; *' he is very 
kind-hearted, and will do stll he can tb help you. 
If he knows where they are, depend upon it you 
will know too. But what is this the soldiers are 
cheering at so } It is not the king, surely?" 

Both lifted up the curtain of their tent, which 
they had dropped for the sake of privacy, and saw 
three officers, apparently of high rank, riding at 
walking pace through the fcamp and past the 
various groups of soldiers towards the king's tent. 

"I know the one on the right hand and the 
one on the left," said William ; " but I never saw 
the middle one before. What a finfe-looking 
soldier he is, to be sure! How well he sits on 
his beautiful horse I 1 fancy he must be a great 
man." 

" Who is the right-hand one } " asked Harry ; 
"I know the other is Gustavus Horn, our old 

commander in Poland. But the other, What ? 

No! it can't be! And yet " 

" Yes, ' Harry,'* said William, laughing, and 
happy that his thought had been turned into a 
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different direction, **it*s Banner with a beard. I 
did not recognise him at first ; but when you come 
a little closer and watch his eyes, — and especially 
when you hear his voice, — ^you see at once that 
it is the brave old boy. You know, one day, 
when storming a battery at the head of his men, 
he mounted it first and waved his men to come 
on, which they did but slowly. They said they 
had no idea ' Father Banner * was there, for as all 
his men wore short peaked beards, they were so 
much alike you could hardly tell them from each 
other. Well, from that moment, no longer to 
confuse his children, he has let his beard grow 
freely, though he does not allow any one else to 
do it. See how popular he is ! '' 

" Yes," said a veteran who stood close by them ; 
" but it's the middle one that the real cheering is 
for. He's the man that is, or ought to be, most 
popular." 

"Who is it V asked Harry and William, in one 
breath. 

" Count Matthias von Thurn," said the veteran 
with dignity, as if the honour which that name 
had won during the long years in which it had 
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been on men's lips were part and parcel of him- 
self. 

*'Oh!" said Harry eagerly; "is this Count 
Thurn ? I am so glad to see him at last. Do 
you know him ? " 

'* Know him ! " said the veteran, looking con- 
temptuously at Harry; *'know him, indeed! I 
have served under that man the greatest part of 
my life, ever since I was a little boy, in his house- 
hold at Prague, more than thirty years ago now. 
Know him, indeed ! I should hope so." 

"I have heard," said William, "that his life 
has been exceedingly eventful/' 

"Eventful!*' repeated the officer, with another 
look of contempt; "eventful is not the word. 
It's marvellous ! My father, I am proud to own, 
was one of his dependants, and the count resolved 
to take me into his household as page. I first 
went with him to the war with the Turks, and 
against Bethlem Gabor, in Hungary. That was 
the beginning of my adventures with him, and I 
have known him do many wonderful things since. 
I must go now to pay him my respects. Good 
evening." 
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When the old soldier had gone, William said, 
musingly, — " Yes, that man has undoubtedly done 
great things ; and yet he has met with very little 
success in all his undertakings ! " 

"It does seem strange," said Harry; "a general 
of the ernpil-e,' the man who saved Vienna from 
the Turks, the greatest noble in Bohemia^ the 
leader of a successful insurrection^ who marthed 
his iilsufgents to the walls bf the capital ; dnd has 
yet achieved nothing, arid fa trusted by no on^ 
He is, I should think, incapable of living and 
fighting for a great Idea, and is only useful under 
a leader like the king." 



CHAPTER XXIIL 

BAD NEWS. 

^ I ^tlE winter had now set in with great severity, 
and but for the king's excellent arrange- 
ments would have been very trying for his army, 
especially for that part of it which was not so 
accustomed to the hard winters of Sweden as 
the inhabitants of that country themselves. He 
had provided every one of his soldiers with a 
sheepskin, which, together with the warm tents 
and good food with which he took care to supply 
them, greatly softened the hardships of the 
climate. The Imperialist soldiers, who were neither 
so hardy nor so well provided for, suffered dread- 
fully ; the more because they had to get all their 
provisions by main force, and often found the 
resistance of the exasperated burghers or labour- 
ers more fatal than a mere squabble. More- 
over, the latter were everywhere helped and 
encouraged in their resistance by the king, who 
paid for every pennyworth he consumed. The 
former's request for a cessation of hostilities as 
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long as the winter lasted, was answered by Gus- 
tavus with the words, "My soldiers have been 
taught to fight whenever there is an enemy, — in 
winter as well as in summer." And fight they 
did. Daily skirmishes and surprises, in which 
the Imperialists were invariably worsted, kept the 
soldiers of the king's army in high spirits, and 
made them long for the summer in which they 
could meet their enemy more openly. 

One day in the end of February, 163 1, Harry 
was walking alone through the streets of the 
little town of Schwedt, where the king had 
pitched his camp at that time. He was in a 
melancholy mood, and his thoughts returned with 
increased force to her whom he had lost. William, 
who had been ordered to superintend a convoy of 
cattle from the neighbouring town of Colberg, had 
been away for some days, and finding himself 
quite alone, the sorrow, which the busy life of 
the army had hitherto somewhat kept down, mas- 
tered him altogether. With his head bent he 
walked slowly along, heeding nothing around him, 

Suddenly the sound of trumpets and the 
trampling of horses fell upon his ear. He 
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looked up, and saw advancing upon him a body 
of cavalry headed by two trumpeters. Thinking 
that this was only one of the usual troops coming 
to relieve guard, he stepped aside to let them pass; 
but what was his astonishment when, five or six 
ranks having passed him^ one solitary horseman 
followed, dressed in a costume denoting both civil 
and military rank, and giving him as much the 
appearance of a clergyman as of a soldier. He 
wore a breastplate, there were pistols in his 
saddle, and a sword by his side ; but his armour 
was covered with a mantle of black cloth, and 
his head with a cap of the same material. Harry 
required no second glance at the pensive and 
somewhat stern features to recognise the great 
Swedish chancellor, Axel Oxenstierna, and the 
salute which he made called forth a very agree- 
able smile upon the statesman's open and noble 
face. While still gazing, he started, and was 
scarcely able to return the nod of cordial wel- 
come which he received from an elderly man 
whose face and grey locks had often been before 
him as he thought of his past life. It was Herr 
Wechter. 



254 l^f^^ Maid of Stralstind. 

Scarcely knowing what he did, Harry slowly 
followed the troop as it wound through the 
narrow and crooked street and halted on the 
^qu^re wh^re the king resided in the town-house. 
When he arrived, the chancellor and his suite 
bad already dismounted and entered. Judging 
that they would remain inside some ^me, he 
turned i)ack, disappointed at not having been 
able at once to speak to Herr Wechter, jere 
another day, another hour, might perhaps once 
mpre separate tjiem, and possibly for ever. His 
thoughts were disturbed by a dragoon who came 
riding after him, and who informed him that he 
was wanted. He turned round, and there, walking 
towards him with a face full of cordial welcome, 
was the man whom he most desired to see. 

5* We thought that Captain Wyndham was no 
longer amongst the living," said old Wechter, 
pressing his hand tenderly. ^'We had aban- 
doned all hopes of seeing thy face again. What 
strange circumstance brings thee hither, my 
friend ? '' 

Wyndham told the story of bis delivery, and 
the strange manner in which he had been treated 
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at the castle, l^ost of tlje prisoners whoin they 
had liberated hgid either ret.u|rned home or en- 
tered the king's aripy ; but there were not a few 
wbpm tljg m^ny ypars pf gupfering i^n4 bard 
labour had reduced jto such a state of inconi- 
petency that they ^erp lost to^ this wprld ^ind 
its duties. And |then l^e |:pl4 the pld man of his 
visit jto Stralsund, the bitter di$appointQ>en|; that 
awaited bjm there, and the sof row that Qppresse4 
hin^ now each d^ ^ ^9 the whereabouts pf 
Helena, whom he fould not but cpnsidier \n 
danger as long as he w^ Aot near her. 

" I know you are the only man able to relievi^ 
my anguish. Know you anything of thenj, and 
how they are ? *' 

"Yes," answered Herr Wechter, somewhat 
sadly. "After it had pleased God to take away 
my dear wife, and leave me alone Jn the world, 
I thought it wiser to accept the invitations of an 
old friend of mine in Stockholm, who assured me 
that my services would be very acceptable to the 
Swedish court. At the same time Pastor Her- 
mann acquainted me with his intention to leave 
the town for a more southern one. He feared 
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that the climate would prove too severe for his 
child, who, moreover, would be benefited by a 
change of scene which would turn her thoughts 
into another direction, and efface the sad recollec- 
tions which preyed upon her. At first I endea- 
voured to procure him a place in Switzerland, 
where both the climate and the scenery would 
exactly meet his wishes. But this was not to be. 
After some trouble I found out that a large 
Calvinistic congregation was in want of a pastor 
in the town of Magdeburg, and " 

" Magdeburg ?" repeated Harry, with some ter- 
ror in his voice ; " Magdeburg ?" 

"Yes," answered Herr Wechter, astonished at 
his vehemence; "the climate certainly is not so 
severe there as in Stralsund ; and moreover ^' 

" But do you know," gasped Harry, " that the 
town is threatened with a siege by Tilly, and that 
a messenger arrived here two days ago, praying 
the king for assistance?" 

" Tilly !'* said Wechter, "I thought he lay in 
Frankfort. Besides, Magdeburg is a bishopric, 
and has nothing to fear from the Imperialists.*' 

" Ah ! but Christian William, the administra- 
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tor, has taken the thing into his own hands/' 
answered Harry. " He has got a vote of confi- 
dence frona the town, collected troops, and begun 
a warfare on his own account. He has driven 
the Imperial garrison out of several places in the 
neighbourhood ; and now that Tilly, who has left 
Frankfort and has sent Pappenheim already be- 
fore him, is approaching, the administrator with- 
draws his troops again into the town, and finding 
himself too weak to sustain a siege, he has sent 
a messenger here praying for help. Are you sure 
they are there > Oh ! say, ' No.* ^' 

This, however, Herr Wechter could not do. He 
was but too sure that they were in the town, as 
he had not long since received a letter from them. 
The only thing he could do, therefore, was to 
endeavour to put Harry's fears at rest ; but the 
latter knew too well how great the danger was, if ' 
the city were threatened with all the cruelties of 
the Imperial army. For, not long since, a detach- 
ment of Swedes having been sent to a certain 
post, it was attacked by a much larger number of 
Imperialists. They made a valiant resistance ; but 
at last, overcome by sheer numbers, they were 

S 



258 The Maid of Stralsund. 

killed in cold blood, only one unhappy fugitive, 
who died soon after, having escaped to tell the 
mournful tale. 

" Thank you, Herr Wcchter,'' said Harry, press- 
ing his hand, with a faint smile. ''I dare say 
it is foolish of me to fear much for Helena ; but 
you know I have seen quite enough of Imperial 
honour to make me tremble. I shall go to Lord 
Falkenberg and ask him what I can do." 

Not long after, he was admitted into the pre- 
sence of Falkenberg, who was pacing up and down 
the room with a grave face. He scarcely returned 
Harry^s salute, and remained some moments in 
deep thought. At last he looked up, as if to ask 
Harry what he desired. 

"My lord,'* said Harry respectfully, ''I wish 
to ask but one question. Is. Magdeburg in dan- 
ger .?'' 

"In great danger,'* answered the marshal. 
"Why do you ask?'* 

" Because,'' said Harry, boldly, " if it is, I must 
go and help in its defence." 

"Your help would be of little use," said the 
general somewhat coldly. 
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"Ah! my lord," said Harry, speaking rapidly, 
" if you had dear intimate friends there, the very 
thought of whose danger would make you trem- 
ble, would you not fly to their defence and pre- 
fer dying by their side and for them, to living 
and mourning their loss ? I shall go to the king ; 
I know he will not refuse me permission.*' 

"Stay!'* said Falkenberg, stretching out his 
hand and smiling slightly at the young man's im- 
petuosity; "you need not go the king. Would 
you have any objection to take me with you to 
Magdeburg?" 

Harry looked at him in astonishment, and could 
not understand his question. 

"This morning,^' continued Falkenberg, "I re- 
ceived orders from the king to take one regiment 
of foot and hasten to the defence of Magdeburg. 
I have just arranged my earthly matters, for it 
IS possible that I may never return. I have asked 
pardon of all whom I have offended, and pardoned 
all who have offended me; and I recommend you 
to do the same, — at least, if you desire to stand 
well with God and your fellow-men. Is it your 
earnest desire to go to Magdeburg?'' 
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" It is," answered Harry. The solemn and 
pious tone of Falkenberg had moved him. 

" Then be ready to-night ; we start at dusk. 
To-morrow the king breaks up his camp here and 
marches to Konigsberg and to Frankfort. So 
farewell for the present'* 

That evening Harry was on his way to Magde- 
burg with the troops over which Falkenberg 
had the command. 



I » 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE COUNCIL OF WAR. 

'T^HE city of Magdeburg, situated on the left 
-*• bank of the Elbe, is still considered one of 
the wealthiest and most flourishing towns in Ger- 
many. In the year 163 1 its prosperity was com- 
paratively greater. It had no great competitors ; 
the industry and influence which now it shares 
with a dozen other towns since sprung up, were 
then its solitary and undisputed possession. It was 
the capital of a bishopric. Its citizens enjoyed 
a greater amount of freedom than those of almost 
any other town in Germany, and its favourable 
position on the Elbe made its commerce eminent 
indeed. It is one of the most ancient towns of 
the empire, and at the time of our story it was 
but too apparent, by the irregularity of the archi- 
tecture, that its growth had been the work of 
ages. It consisted of two parts, the old city and 
the new. Both had the form of an irregular 



262 The Maid of Stralsund. 

square, while the old city was connected with the 
opposite bank of the Elbe by a ship-bridge, 
supported in the middle of the river by a small 
island. The town was strongly fortified, and sur- 
rounded by ditches ; and so well had its defences 
been planned, that it was, and indeed is* now, 
reckoned to be all but impregnable. 

Such, at least, did General Tilly find it In 
the latter part of February of the year 163 1, he 
had surrounded the city on the land side, erect- 
ed batteries on the other side of the water, and 
had so effectually cut off all communication, that 
not a person could approach the city even by the 
river without imminent risk of life. But though 
he had inclosed the town, though after the first 
fortnight all the outworks had been carried and 
destroyed, and although his guns were, now play- 
ing upon the walls, the siege had lasted nearly 
three months, and he saw himself no nearer a 
surrender than before. A general assault he dared 
not venture upon, for the walls were high, and 
not a single breach had yet been made. More- 
over, the report ran that Gustavus Adolphus was 
marching to the rescue, and to starve the city 
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into surrender before that time he knew was im- 
possible. He had already stopped his fire, and 
withdrawn part of his troops, when, on the even- 
ing of the 9th of May, he called a council of 
war of the principal officers of his army, as he 
was unwilling to trust his own judgment in so 
difficult a matter. Let. us enter the house where 
the officers are assembled. 

It was an old-fashioned country seat, on the 
other side of the Elbe, long since abandoned by 
its owners. In a large room, or hall, lighted by 
two large windows looking north and south, a long 
table, covered with a dark green cloth, was set in 
the middle of the marble floor, and around it were 
grouped the officers of the Imperial army, and of 
that of the Roman Catholic League. Apparently, 
the president or principal had not yet arrived, for 
the officers were standing or sitting in various 
groups, and chatting and laughing without re- 
straint. Suddenly there was a general silence. 
The officers took their seats at the table, and all 
^yts were turned to a door at the farther end of 
the hall, which was being opened by a musketeer. 
Two men made their appearance, and a greater 
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contrast than they offer it would be difficult to 
find. 

The one was of small stature, somewhat stoop- 
ing, with hard, austere features, thin, hollow cheeks, 
a long nose, and a broad, wrinkled forehead ; while 
there was an expression of gloom— of dark brood- 
ing, upon his face and in his eyes, which made it a 
relief to turn to the figure which followed him. It 
was that of a cavalry officer, fully equipped, and as 
tall and well made as any private cuirassier. 
Under the shining helmet and waving plume, 
which he carried loosely on his head, there was a 
face at once open and intelligent, but impetuous 
and haughty. The manner in which he glanced 
over the assembled officers, and frowned as he saw 
several chairs empty, showed that there was no 
sullen silent anger with him, since he displayed 
every mood without attempt at concealment The 
one who preceded him had as little of the soldier 
in his dress as the other had of the civilian. The 
former wore a silk doublet and hose of a dark 
colour, a Spanish mantle, and a high-peaked hat ; 
the latter shining armour, his sword was suspended 
from a silk scarf, and his hands were covered with 
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stout leather gloves. The one was Jahn Tserclaes, 
Count von Tilly, late general of the Bavarian 
army, and now generalissimo of the Imperial 
army ; the other, Count Pappenheim, the great 
cavalry general, and the most ardent and enthu- 
siastic supporter of the house of Austria. 

Amidst a general silence the two generals took 
their seat at the table : the generalissimo at the 
head, and Pappenheim on his right hand. After a 
moment, Tilly rose, and with a sombre but clear 
and distinct voice, proceeded to unfold their posi- 
tion before Magdeburg. He had been informed 
that the town possessed enough provision to carry 
it through another two months of siege ; there was 
an imminent danger of the Swedish invader falling 
suddenly upon them, in which case they would 
find themselves between two fires, for the spirited 
sallies of the garrison had shown that they were 
not to be overlooked. On the other hand, the 
town of Magdeburg was so important a place that 
its falling into Swedish hands would prove a se- 
rious calamity to the Imperial arms, as its strength 
and situation made it excellently suited as a store- 
house and arsenal for their enemies. Tilly 
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finished by calling upon the generals and officers 
to give him the benefit of their experience, and sat 
down with a gloomier look than before. 

The first who rose was Altringer, Tilly's com- 
panion in arms. In a fervent and eloquent speech 
he pointed out that it would be the height of folly 
to await the arrival of the Swedish king in a 
camp and situation so untenable as theirs. '' The 
Swedish army/* he said, " is no longer what we 
have held it to be. It is well trained, well 
equipped, and well commanded; this is the only 
army which at this moment can be opposed to 
that force; prudence, therefore, must command 
our actions more than love of conquest and thirst 
for glory. Our defeat would expose all Germany 
to the victor ; our cautious retreat will thwart his 
measures.*' 

As he spoke, Pappenheim, who sat opposite to 
him, frowned, and a curious change came over his 
face. He had put his helmet aside, and upon his 
forehead could now be seen a slight mark, as of 
two daggers or swords crossing each other. As he 
heard Altringer*s recommendations to prudence, 
his eyes sparkled, his cheeks flushed, and the two 
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marks upon his forehead swelled, became blood- 
red, and stood out prominently. 

Even before Altringer had finished his oration, 
he jumped up passionately, and exclaimed in 
angry tones that rang through the room, — 

"Since when, indeed, has the brave Altringer 
found it necessary to fly before an enemy whom 
he has never met, and of whose numbers and 
strength he has apparently not the faintest concep- 
tion ? Shall we relinquish our prey when it is 
almost within our teeth, because we fancy we hear 
the footsteps of an approaching foe ? I am for a 
general assault on all sides. If that Swedish mad- 
man should dare to come upon us, are we not 
commanded by the most experienced and far- 
famed general of our age ?" 

There was a silence when Pappenheim sat down. 
After some moments a veteran general rose, and 
in a hesitating voice, with many apologies, pro- 
ceeded to narrate how he had been present at 
the siege of Maestricht, when only a stripling, 
under the command of the Duke of Parma ; how 
then, also, Count Hohenlo was marching to the re- 
lief of the city, and how the duke resolved to take 
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the town ere it could be prevented. How, after 
having stormed it nine times on one day, he made 
a feint as if withdrawing from the siege, by which 
the citizens became less careful in their vigilance 
Suddenly, he proceeded to say, the next morning 
at daybreak the town was stormed on eight sides 
simultaneously^ and the city taken. He ended by 
drawing a parallel between the two cases and re- 
commending the adoption of the plan in this in- 
stance. Several officers of high rank and great 
experience also rose and corroborated this state- 
ment or cited other examples. 

At last, after Pappenheim had spoken again, 
and incited the minds of the assembly with the 
prospects of revenge, — for a great many soldiers 
had fallen before the city already, — and of rich 
spoil, Count Tilly rose. During the whole debate 
he had been silent A gloomy expression had 
reigned upon his face, and one might have fancied 
that he took no part whatever in the proceedings, 
had not his eyes wandered restlessly from speaker 
to speaker, from face to face, from one extremity 
of the table to the other, as if he were carefully 
weighing and examining the different elements 
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which composed this singular body. When he 
rose his opinion had been formed. The city was 
to be assaulted early in the morning of the next 
day. Pappenheim was to scale the walls of the 
new town, Altringer the spot where the walls of 
the old and new town met, and Tilly's troops 
would mount the bastion at the west comer of the 
quadrangle. Three shots from a mortar were to 
be the sign. And as the officers parted from each 
other, full of hopes and in the prospect of a glo- 
rious victory, they said to each other, " To-morrow, 
about this time, we shall feast in Magdeburg." 



t: 



CHAPTER XXV 

MAGDEBURGS DOOM. 

\ T ^E shall now visit the city of Magdeburg 
itself. In one of the streets in the neigh- 
bourhood of the magnificent cathedral and of the 
Convent of the Barefoot Friars, stood a little 
house, neat and comfortable in appearance. From 
the window the face of Helena was anxiously 
peering down the street, evidently expecting some 
one. The sorrows which she had borne had 
ripened her beauty; and though always lovely, 
she now possessed a calmness and dignity which 
added to her sweet grace. As she looked through 
the window a bright smile came over her face, 
and she rushed to the door. A moment after- 
wards she returned to the room on the arm of 
Harry Wyndham. There was an expression of 
deep and tender affection in his face as he looked 
down at her, and yet there was a dissatisfaction 
— a something of restlessness or pain in it, which 
did not escape her watchful eye. 
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"What ails you, Harry?" she said. "I ex- 
pected to see your face radiant with happiness 
because the Imperialists have withdrawn. Surely," 
she added, archly, " you do not want more fight- 
ing .? " 

" No, indeed, I do not," he answered earnestly ; 
''and yet something warns me that this is but 
a false silence, and that the real storm will break 
above our heads with terrible fury. The prince 
should not interfere in these matters, for he has 
no experience whatever." These last words he 
said more to himself. 

" What has he done } " asked Helena ; " cannot 
you tell me .? I am so anxious to know/' 

" It is very simple,'' answered her lover. " You 
know the fire of the enemy suddenly stopped 
this morning, and, as far as we could discern, 
they manifested the intention to withdraw. The 
prince. Christian William, immediately insists 
upon diminishing the watches and the number of 
rounds, for he says the burghers have been 
troubled enough already. Of course. Lord Fal- 
kenberg would not consent to any such thing, 
and he is quite right; for in such cases double 
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vigilance and watchfulness are necessary. These 
Imperialists are not to be trusted farther than 
they can be seen ; and I am almost certain that 
they are meditating some dastardly trick/' 

*' We are in God's hand, Harry/' said Helena ; 
" and I believe that whatever the prince adminis- 
trator does, he does it with the intention of bene- 
fiting both our cause and the city." 

"No doubt," said Harry, somewhat bitterly; 
"but it is just there his fault lies. He is too 
wise id his own conceit." He paused, and added 
in a lower voice, as if reviewing while he spoke 
the position of affairs, "But why does he not 
listen to wiser and older men ? His whole mea- 
sure of arming the citizens has been a failure. 
The poor complain that thqf have too much to 
bear, and the rich that ifuy have ; they quarrel 
amongst themselves, and not a day passes but 
we have trouble with them. What was expedient 
in Stralsund is useless and worse here, and the 
administrator ought to see it. I must go again 
to the Town-hall, and support Falkenberg. It 
is our duty, and he must not be left to do it all 
by himself." 
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With many entreaties, however, Helena pre- 
vailed upon him to sit down and take some food. 
As he had not tasted any for some hours, it 
was very welcome, though he would probably 
have forgotten it in his excitement and dissatis- 
faction. It was late ere he came home again, 
weary and tired, and still more dissatisfied than 
before. He found the pastor and his daugh- 
ter waiting for him, to hear the result of the 
deliberations at the Town-hall; and it was not 
to be wondered at, with their little experience 
in military matters, that the cessation of the Im- 
perial fire made a greater impression upon them 
than the fact that caution now became much 
more necessary than ever. They repaired to rest, 
and were soon in a calm slumber, entirely ignorant 
of the fearful doom which had at that time 
already been pronounced over the unhappy city. 
Before morning their rest was roughly broken, — 

" Harry ! Harry ! I hear the alarm-bells ringing, 
and I fancy they are shooting in the city." 

Such were the old pastor^s words as he stood 
in the early day, trembling and half-dressed, 
before Parry's door. After having knocked re- 
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peatedly, and heard no answer, he opened the 
door and found the room empty, and the bed so 
little disturbed that the occupant could scarcely 
have used it At the same time the noise grew 
nearer and nearer, and the report of firearms 
fell more quickly upon his ear. 

" Father, father ! " Helena cried in a frightened 
voice ; " what is this noise ? Is the city being 
taken ? " 

She stood in the door of the room, with her 
hands clasped and her pale face looking anxiously 
into that of her father. " Is there not danger } ** 
she continued ; " I have never heard the noise so 
near us before." 

"We are in the hand of God, my child, and 
He will guard us from danger," said the old man, 
devoutly ; " but I almost fear that the worst has 
come. Let us dress and go down stairs, where 
we can pass the time in prayer, till we know 
something more certain." 

The confused shout of soldiers, the clash of 
swords, and the ring of firearms became louder 
than ever ; and it was with trembling hands that 
the pastor dressed himself and hurried to joii^ 
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Helena and the old servant in the lower room. 
Here, amidst the noise which increased every 
moment, they knelt down, having made fast the 
door, and the pastor breathed a short and earnest 
prayer to God that He might help and protect 
them. Nearer and nearer came the tumult, more 
fierce were the cries, more piercing the shrieks 
of the women and children. It was an awful 
moment, full of the direst suspense. Soon the 
little street below resounded with men's voices. 
Then they all sprang back, for a shot from a 
pistol had smashed the lock of the door. The 
soldiers pressed in upon them, and there seemed 
no possibility of resisting their brute anger. 
But at this crisis of their fate Harry's voice 
was heard. Sharper rang the clash of swords, 
and in another minute he was seen forcing 
his way into the room, wearing, to their astonish- 
ment, the guise of an Imperial trooper. We draw 
a veil over the scene that followed, and the 
murderous strife that filled the city. 

An hour later, and Harry might be seen carrying 
Helena in his arms, and hastening to the cathedral, 
followed by the pastor and his servant. They 
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opened the back door, when a horrible spectacle 
presented itself to them — ^the church was filled 
with the lifeless bodies of women and children. 
They turned back, but the buildings behind them 
were in flames. The air was filled with screams. 

" Then to our own church," cried Harry, flying 
past the side of the cathedral into Broad Street, 
the principal street of the town. The spectacle 
increased in horror. Women, little children, old 
men rushed about frantically; heaps of corpses 
covered the street, the stones were slippery with 
blood. Still they fled on, hoping to reach their 
own little church in safety, when, turning into a 
little square, they met a mounted officer of the 
League. 

He pulled up when he saw them ; he jumped 
from his horse; he was by their side; "Pastor 
Hermann, Helena, how is this ? Follow me ; hold 
my stirrup on each side." 

Instinctively the trembling fugitives dung to 
him. 

" And you, sir, leave us I " said tlie officer, 
sternly, pointing with his sword in a different 
direction, imagining that he spoke to one of the 
soldiers of the League. 
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At that moment, however, it flashed across 
Harr5^s brain that he had seen the Croat officer 
before. Yes ; he was sure of it now. It was the 
same one whose life he had saved in the skirmish 
on the way to Stralsund. And thus, while still 
supporting Helena, he said, lifting up his face to 
the officer, " Do you not remember meeting me on 
the Demmin Heath, Herr Captain, six months 
ago, with your Croats ? '' 

"What!" cried the officer, astonished; "can 
this be true ? I owe you a great debt, sir. It is 
good that you are thus disguised, for the troops 
are taking fearful revenge, and have sworn to kill 
every man in the town, — and every woman too," 
he added, with a faint and painful smile, " to judge 
by what I have already seen. But no more words, 
for time is precious, and we are running great 
danger^ Pastor," he said to the astonished old 
man, who could hardly believe his eyes and ears, 
"grasp my stirrup; and you" — he turned to the 
servant — "grasp the other." Then, addressing 
himself to Harry, he said, throwing him his own 
cloak, " Throw this hussar mantle over you, and 
carry Helena behind my horse.'* 
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Once more they found themselves in Broad 
Street, which became every moment more crowded, 
more bloody, and more horrible. Helena shud- 
dered, and her head fell on Harry's shoulder. He 
clasped her more firmly and whispered, " Hold 
yourself perfectly motionless and shut your eyes, 
then you will attract less attention." 

They moved on as best they could between 
drunken soldiers laden with booty and stained 
with blood, desperate citizens and flying women 
till they came to the bank of the Elbe, and 
there, indeed, the scene surpassed all descrip- 
tion. The bank was crowded ; women, children, 
men, of all ages, and belonging to all classes of 
society, from the beggar to the wealthy merchant, 
were densely packed together up to the water's 
edge ; the pressure from behind continually pushed 
some people into the water, whose cries for help, 
joined to those of their friends still on the bank, 
were fearful to hear. In the middle of the river 
there were boats, rowed by soldiers, who seemed to 
take a demon-like pleasure in offering their assist- 
ance to the highest bidder, darting at a good offer 
here or there, which they would take into their boat, 
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beating down hundreds of eager hands with their 
swords, and rowing away to the other side. The 
wildest offers rang through the air. One appa- 
rently wealthy merchant held out a bag with 10,000 
thalers for the man who would save his wife and 
two little children. A middle-aged lady held out 
a costly diamond ornament — ^worth, perhaps, 
twice that amount — for a boat to convey her and 
her daughter across. 

The officer looked at the scene for a moment ; 
then, as a boat drew near the quay at the spot 
where he stood, he turned to his escort and bade 
them follow him to the water's edge and wait 
there. Then raising a shout, he made his horse 
rear ; the people between him and the water 
pressed away on both sides in mortal terror. In a 
moment all five were at the water's edge, when, 
plunging with his steed into the water, the officer 
swam to an approaching boat and spoke to the 
rowers. They pulled to the spot where Harry 
stood. A fearful struggle took place ; a hundred 
people pressed forward, but Harry was assisted to 
deposit his burden. A wail went up from those 
whom they left behind as they were rowed across 
and landed safely on the other side. 
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Their deliverer was already at the water-side 
awaiting them. His legs were dripping and he 
was without horse; but as soon as they had 
landed he hurried them on. Without once looking 
back at the horrible scenes which they had 
escaped, they followed him through row after row 
of tents, until, stopping before one, he requested 
them to enter. It was large enough to contain 
them all. As they entered, the pastor fell upon 
his knees and uncovered his head. The others 
followed his example, but his voice broke down, 
and for some moments nothing in the tent was 
heard but sobs. 

When the pastor rose the officer stood by the 
entrance of the tent. He too had uncovered, and 
the upper part of his face, which had before been 
partially hidden by his helmet, was now plainly 
visible. He stood with his arms crossed on his 
breast, and a gloomy look on his face, r^arding 
the devotion of those whom he had saved. Both 
the pastor and Harry, when they saw his face, 
gave a start. 

" Theodore ! " cried the old man, tottering and 
stretching out his hands. But the strength which 



Magdeburg's Boon}. 281 

had hitherto supported him failed, and he sank 
down exhausted. 

" Did you not recognise me at first ? " said the 
Imperial officer with soine astonishment. 

"I knew the voice," replied Harry; "but we 
were all too bewildered to think of you. Be- 
sides " 

"Yes," said Theodore, as he saw the other's 
hesitation, '-I know what you intend to say. 
You did not expect to be snatched from the hands 
of death by one who is no longer among the 
living. You thought I was dead : I am dead. 
For this moment alone am I Theodore Wechter. 
When you leave me he shall go also. My name 
is Hochherz." 

"Then while you are still Theodore, let me 
fervently thank you for your conduct this day. I 
know there is no friendship between us, nor do I 
accept deliverance for myself. If there be aught 
in which I have wronged you, I am here to answer 
for it; though, were it not unseeming, I would 
pray your pardon. But these,'' pointing to the 
girl, who had drawn her father's head on to her 
shoulder, " God placed them in your hands." 
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"They are safe," said Theodore, somewhat 
curtly ; " I have not exposed myself to Tilly's 
wrath in order that I might take their liberty or 
shed your blood. I am doing what has been 
strictly forbidden; but it matters little what the 
results are to me. I have ordered my servant to 
bring you some rustic clothes, disguised in which 
a farmer's cart will take you to Leipsic.^' 

" Can you not fly with us ? '' said Helena, with 
faltering voice. " We should have a double reason 
to thank God if we could thank Him also for you. 
Let Hochherz die, and Wechter will find his 
father's arms ready to embrace him." 

He shook his head, and as his glance rested 
upon the girl, it softened. 

"It is better thus. A man can change once, 
but once only. Whatever the Stralsund burgher 
may have been, Tilly^s cuirassier shall not forsake 
his standard." 

These words were spoken so slowly and so 
deliberately, that neither the pastor nor the young 
Scot attempted to argue with him \ feeling with 
the sterner instincts of man, and his deeper appre- 
ciation of character, that this was not a momentary 
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resolve. Not so Helena. She could not forbear 
exerting the power of that tender persuasion that 
formed so charming a part of her character. 
Again and again she besought him with tears ; 
and she related to him how, in her last hours, his 
mother had urged her, if ever she met Theodore, 
to give him her last blessing ; and how his father, 
broken in health and spirit, had fled from the 
scene of so many sad recollections, and, though 
silent, yearned for his son's presence. But it was 
in vain. There were tears in his eyes, and once 
or twice he seemed to struggle convulsively to 
suppress his emotion ; but it was too evident that 
he had formed his proud resolve and would not 
be moved. He had suffered. Those furrows on 
his forehead and those lines round his mouth had 
been ploughed by a sharp instrument ; but when 
the passing emotions left his face in its normal 
state, the pastor and Harry noticed with pity that 
his gloom and his sternness had deepened, and 
that he hurried into the excesses, the wild adven- 
tures, the tumultuous life of the cuirassiers, that he 
might escape from a more dreadful tumult within. 
The interview became extremely painful, and 
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Theodore ended it by somewhat abruptly leaving 

the tent In silence the fugitives partook of the 

refreshments that were offered them, and efTected 

the desired change in their clothing. As the 

evening fell, the sounds of misery and ruin across 

the Elbe increased in horror and intensity, and 
gladly did the trembling and exhausted women 

mount the cart that had been provided for them 
at the extremity of the camp. Theodore they saw 
no more; and as they slowly wended their way 
towards Leipsic, the evening sky was illumed by 
the dreadful and lurid light of the flaming Bishop's- 
city. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

WOE TO THEM. 

A FTER a terribly fatiguing journey of three 
days, during which time they were more 
than once exposed to great danger, Harry and his 
party arrived in Saxon territory, and once more 
breathed freely. They resolved, however, not to 
stop ere they had gained the Swedish army ; for 
only there, they considered, could they deem 
themselves perfectly safe. Accordingly, when they 
had rested for a day at the city of Wirtemberg, 
they procured a vehicle, as good as could be had 
in those days when the modes of conveyance were 
still in their infancy, and were soon approaching 
the Swedish camp, which was pitched not far from 
the Saxon frontier. As they were moving along 
in silence Harry on horseback, and the others in 
a clumsy cart, the driver, putting his hand to his 
eyes and looking before him, thought he saw a 
troop of horse approaching. And truly a cloud of 
dust appeared on the road, which, drawing nearer 
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and nearer, disclosed a score or so of horsemen, 
riding at a slow pace. Harry strained his o^y^s 
to discover who and what they were ; but the sun 
shining in their faces, together with the dust, pre- 
vented him from seeing, except at almost the last 
moment, that the party was headed by the king 
himself. He had just time to turn round — for he 
was riding in advance — and to whisper the fact to 
those behind him, when they found themselves 
in the king's presence. He had already scanned 
the whole party from a distance, and probably 
made up his mind who they were. When he 
saw Harry^s military salute, however, he pulled up ; 
Harry did likewise, and the cart stopped, all its 
occupants uncovering. 

"Whither is your journey, my good people?^* 
asked the king, looking attentively at the pastor 
and then at Helena, whose pale cheeks became 
covered with a modest blush as her eyes met 
those of Gustavus; "and whence do ye come?*^ 

"Our journey is sad enough, may it please 
your majesty," answered Pastor Hermann ; " we 
are fugitives from the unhappy Magdeburg." 

''What?*' asked the king; "from the city or 
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from the province ? Were you in the city when it 
was besieged?" 

"We were, sire/' answered the pastor; "we 
were in it when it was taken and sacked." 

" And you, sir/' said the king, turning to Harry, 
who was dressed as a farmer ; " do you also come 
from that unhappy city ? But methinks I have 
seen your face ere now ; have I not }" 

" My name is Harry Wyndham, sire,'' answered 
Harry ; " captain in the late regiment of Lord 
Falkenberg's hussars, and I may say, one of the 
few survivors of the ill-fated garrison, and now 
at your majesty's command." 

"Oho !" said the king ; and a shade of sadness 
came over his face as he turned to General Ban- 
ner by his side ; " here, then, we have at least 
an eye-witness. Is it true, captain," he continued, 
"that our dear friend Lord Falkenberg is no 
more .?" 

"Your majesty," answered Harry, gravely, 
" Lord Falkenberg died the death of a hero, sword 
in hand, in defence of his post." 

"Where were you at the time.^" 

" Not two yards behind him ; and had I not 
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stumbled and fallen, I should undoubtedly have 
shared his fate. I have a commission to your 
majesty from Lord Falkenberg," said Harry. 

"Indeed!'' said the king, warmly; "what is 
it? I have no secrets before these gentlemen.'' 

" It is no secret, sire/' said Harry, sadly. He 
had dismounted, and stood before the king's 
horse. 

" He asked me to pray you to accept this ring, 
which he was sure you would recollect. And he 
fervently hopes that your majesty will be guardian 
to his little son, and educate him as a faithful 
servant to God and your majesty.*' 

The king silently accepted the ring, of pure 
gold, with a small but costly diamond which he 
had presented to Countess Falkenberg on the 
event of her marriage, at which he himself had 
assisted. He looked down upon it for some mo- 
ments in silence, and Harry could see that he was 
deeply moved. 

" Gentlemen," he said at last, turning to those 
around him, " we have lost one of our noblest and 
truest comrades.'* 

There was a silence of some moments. 
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*' Captain Wyndham/' he resumed, "you have 
joined us voluntarily, like many others whose 
nobleness we prize highly. It is a sad thing in 
the eyes of God, as well as of men, that His cause 
should have to be sustained by such arms as we 
are now obliged to carry; but, since it is so, I 
can give you no greater token of my regard than 
that I thank you heartily for your services. After 
you have refreshed yourself in the camp, I expect 
you and that worthy man and his daughter at my 
quarters, that we may hear some more particulars 
of what happened at Magdeburg." 

The king moved on, and the cart was soon 
approaching the camp. Thanks to Colonel Hep- 
burn, whom Wyndhani visited immediately, and 
with whom he was acquainted, the pastor with his 
daughter and servant received excellent lodgings 
in the house of a farmer, not far from the king's 
own. Here they had ample opportunity of re- 
freshing themselves ; and when the good-natured 
hostess heard that the "Fraulein" was to have 
an audience with the king, she insisted upon 
adorning her with all the finery of which she was 
possessed. As this would have made her look 

u 
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very much like a doll at a fair, — ^an outward ap- 
pearance which ill-accorded with the poor girl's 
mind, — she quietly but firmly refused all orna- 
ments, and chose nothing but a black gown, 
which made her appear doubly graceful. 

The king was alone when they were announced, 
and kindly requested them to be seated. He 
himself, as was one of his peculiarities, leaned 
on his elbow out of the window and scanned 
the' beautiful landscape before him, which was 
now coloured with the mellow tints of an even- 
ing in May, the tips of the hills and the trees of 
the forest being covered with a profusion of gold 
which the setting sun threw upon them. 

After some irrelevant questions, the king 
asked, " And when did Falkenberg give you that 
ring ?" 

" Allow me to tell you the whole affair, sire," 
said Wyndham. " I went to bed the previous 
night with a vague feeling that something terrible 
would happen. At the first break of day I awoke 
with a start, and not being able to go to sleep 
again, I rose, and leaving the house quietly, went 
to the Town-hall, where I found Lord Falken* 
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berg and another officer, named Schmidt, of our 
army. They were engaged in questioning the 
trumpeter whom Tilly had sent the previous night, 
and my lord seemed rather astonished to see 
me. I told him that I had a presentiment that 
the quiet in the enemy's camp boded no good. 
He looked very grave, and asked whether I 
thought that there would be much more fighting 
ere the king came to our relief; and I said that 
I believed there would be, as I knew that your 
majesty's army could not move forward in a hostile 
country so quickly as we expected. ' Then, cap- 
tain,' says he, 'we'll take something to eat before 
our work.* Two or three times he seemed on the 
point of saying something ; but as we were eating 
our breakfast, three shots of a mortar broke upon 
the silence of the morning. 'That^s a sign for 
the assa:ult,' says he, snatching up his sword and 
commanding Schmidt to fly to the cathedral and 
peal the alarm-bell ; he ran with me to the bar- 
racks, and thence to the new town, where Pap- 
penheim^s dragoons were already master of the 
gate, and beat us back. Seeing that we could 
not do much there, we turned to the other gate, 



292 The Maid of Stralsund. 

where Tilly's men were coming in, and it was 
then that he gave me this ring. Scarcely had he 
said the words which I have related to your ma- 
jesty, when he fell down at my feet. Happily, 
I stumbled, and I felt the Imperial soldiers going 
over me. I managed to creep into a house and 
strip a fallen Imperialist of his regimentals ; for 
seeing that the town was lost, I concluded that 
my only duty now was to look to the safety of 
my friends, who direly needed my protection." 

"Woe to them ! Tilly shall have to answer me 
for that," said the king, when Harry had finished 
his tale. "To think that in a Christian country, 
and by men who worship at least one common 
God with us, such fearful things should have been 
perpetrated, is hardly imaginable. Had I known 
what was to happen, I would have wished much 
to travel more quickly ; for what will people say 
of a Christian leader who leaves his allies thus 
at the mercy of his enemy .^" 

He said these words almost to himself; but then, 
turning courteously to Helena, he said: "And 
you, madam, may be thankful to God that He 
has saved you from so fearful and horrible a 
danger." 



Woe to them. 293 

"Sire," said Helena, in whose eyes tears had 
started when she heard the king's former words, 
"your piety and your courage can be suspected 
by no one." 

The king looked kindly at her, and asked her 
whether she would object to belong to the suite 
of his queen, Eleonora, who was then expected 
to arrive every day. "You will there be more 
secure," he said, "than at any other place, while 
you will see more of the world." 

Helena hesitated, and threw a look of anxiety 
on her father, who regarded her with a kind and 
proud smile. 

"Ah !" said the king, noticing her look, "we will 
see to that ! I will give orders to Oxenstierna to 
have you provided for." 

Not long afterwards they withdrew. 



w 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

MAGDEBURG AVENGED. 

E must now request the reader to step ovet 
an interval of rather more than a year 
since the terrible events related in our last chapters. 
That year had undoubtedly been one of the most 
eventful and important in the history of Germany. 
It witnessed the victorious progress of the Swedish 
king into the very heart of Germany — a progress 
which was alike remarkable for boldness of con- 
ception, rapidity of execution, and invariable good 
fortune. It witnessed, too, the terrible punish- 
ment which was inflicted upon the bloody de- 
stroyer of Magdeburg ; it witnessed the defeat and 
ruin of the Imperial army, the conquest of the 
rich Electorate of Bavaria, that stronghold of 
Austria and hotbed of Popery and superstition, 
and the humiliation of the proud Emperor to such 
a degree that he was forced to call to his defence 
his bitterest and most dangerous enemy, the Duke 
of Friedland. 
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When Tilly had completed the ruin of the 
episcopal city so entirely that only two churches 
and but few houses remained standing, and fully 
two-thirds- of its inhabitants had perished, he laid 
the country behind him waste. Alarmed at the 
approach of Gustavus, he once more hastened to 
Magdeburg and encamped in its neighbourhood, 
while the king lay with his army within twenty 
miles. All Tilly's endeavours to force the king 
into a battle were vain. The latter knew his 
inferiority in numbers; and as he expected re- 
inforcements, he prudently declined a decisive 
contest till that time. In the meanwhile the 
Elector of Brandenburg had concluded an alliance 
with Gustavus, and the Elector of Saxony, who 
had hitherto been wavering, seemed inclined to 
follow the example. The Elector of Saxony pos- 
ssssed one of the finest of German States. He 
was at the head of the Protestant Union ; but his 
army, large though it was, was not equal to that 
of Tilly either in strength or experience. He 
found himself in a difficult position. As head of 
the Union, he was loth to put himself under the 
protection of Gustavus ; as Protestant prince, he 
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could not support the Emperor ; as vassal of the 
Emperor he dare not seize arms against his liege 
lord. There were, too, elements at work round 
about him to make his decision more difficult. 
Some of his ministers were secretly in Austrian 
pay. His court chaplain, Dr. Hoe, of Hoenegg, a 
violent Calvinist, incited him to independence of 
action. The general of his troops, our old ac- 
quaintance, Arnheim, a sworn though secret friend 
of the ill-treated Wallenstein, and jealous of 
Pappenheim and Tilly, could not bear his present, 
inactivity. Once already had the elector refused 
the king's request to join him. Then Tilly, who 
had watched him, and who desired to get at a 
decision, suddenly sent him a summons either to 
abstain from increasing his armament and troops, 
or to join him immediately. This turned the 
balance to the other side. The elector sent off two 
messengers : one to Tilly with a refusal, one to the 
Swedish king with a prayer for assistance. 

Tilly, on receipt of the refusal, immediately 
broke up his camp, and marched with his whole 
army to Halle, and thence to Leipsic, both of 
which places fell into his hands. His course was 
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marked by the most frightful excesses, but, 
curiously, the two towns themselves were hardly 
mistreated. The elector, in the meanwhile, not 
confident of his own strength, had marched with 
his army towards Gustavus, and, driven by 
necessity and fear, was ready to submit to any 
conditions. But the king, whose upright and 
decisive character could not understand so luke- 
warm and equivocal a conduct as that of the 
elector, and who feared lest he might lose his ally 
as soon as the enemy left his territory, held himself 
at first as if he would have no connection with the 
elector. But when he saw that the latter was 
willing to accept any terms, he altered his tone, 
and on the 2nd of September, at the little village 
of Coswick, the treaty between the two potentates 
was concluded, and the two armies were joined. 

Five days afterwards the two hostile armies 
confronted each other not far from Leipsic. After 
a long and obstinate struggle, the Imperial army 
was entirely routed and driven off the field. 
Covered with wounds, Tilly fled to Halle with 
scarcely six hundred men. He left the battle-field 
in the hands of the king, with a loss of seven 
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thousand killed, five thousand prisoners, all his 
artillery, his camp, and more than a hundred 
standards. 

But there was still more in store for Tilly. 
When he had barely recovered from his wounds, 
he hastened with what had been left of his army 
to Southern Germany, and with all despatch and 
energy proceeded to levy a new one. It was not 
long before he was again in the field at the head 
of a powerful force, and burning with desire to 
recover the laurels which the northern hero had 
snatched from his head. Tilly's masters, the 
Elector of Bavaria and the Emperor, however, 
had both learned to be cautious by his late defeat. 
It was Tilly^s desire to fight another battle, — 
the bloodier the better,T— and to gain a complete 
victory over the intruder. It was their duty to 
protect the German territories. Another defeat 
would be fatal, and they had been taught that a 
battle was not the same as a victory. With tears 
in his eyes, Tilly read the command to abstain 
from a drawn battle, and much against his will he 
had to content himself with garrisoning towns, 
marching to the rescue of a besieged city to find it 
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already taken, and to withdraw when the enemy 
came too close. 

From Leipsic to Erfurt and Weimar, from 
Weimar to Frankfort, from Frankfort to Nu- 
remberg, did the king march with the loss of 
scarcely a soldier. The towns on his way 
opened their gates to him with rejoicing, the 
inhabitants willingly threw off the former yoke. 
The few cities that made a show of resistance 
were carried in one or two days. The troops of 
the Emperor were invariably routed ; and after an 
easy and victorious march into the very heart 
of Germany, the king resolved to take up his 
winter quarters in the town of Mayence, which 
capitulated after a four days' siege, the greater 

m 

part of the garrison taking service in the 
conqueror's army. Here, in the middle of 
winter, the king held his court, surrounded by 
princes and ambassadors, by his queen, and by 
the fugitive King of Bohemia. Every day 
news arrived of some important town having 
capitulated, of a general having routed an Im- 
perial detachment, of a State having agreed to 
pay a subsidy. It was, indeed, a conqueror's 
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court, and there was ample ground for the 
belief that God favoured tliis undertaking. 

On the 8th of March, 1632, when the 
weather had become sufficiently clement for 
further operations, the king decamped with his 
army for Bavaria, which lay open before him. 
At the end of the month he had made a 
public entry into Nuremberg, carried Donauwert, 
and made preparations to cross the river Lech 
and march across the frontiers of Bavaria to 
its capital, Munich. 

At this epoch the Elector of Bavaria saw that 
the time had come in which he must oppose 
Tilly to the advancing enemy. For now as 
much would be lost by no battle as by a 
defeat. Tilly encamped on the right bank of 
the river, Gustavus on the left, which was much 
higher, and gave him great advantage. The 
result was even greater than had been either 
expected or feared. Tilly was killed, his trusty 
comrade Altringer dangerously wounded. Magde- 
burg had been avenged. 

The Elector of Bavaria, who had thrown himself 
into the camp, retreated with the whole of his 
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force ere yet a man of the Swedish army had 
crossed, and abandoned a situation so strong 
that Gustavus, when he saw it, exclaimed, "I 
would never have forsaken so magnificent a 
position ! " In the middle of the following 
month the king made his victorious entry into 
the city of Munich. Thus in less than two 
years had he marched from the shores of the 
Baltic to within two hundred miles of the 
Imperial City. He had defeated three of the 
greatest generals of the age; he had been re- 
ceived as a deliverer within all the towns in 
Northern Germany; he had entered those of 
the South as a conqueror without spilling any 
blood to obtain his conquest, and he had ef- 
fected all this with but little loss. The way to 
Vienna lay open to him ; the army that had 
opposed him was without a leader; the towns, 
terrified by his very name, were ready to open 
their gates on his appearance, and the days 
of the house of Hapsburg seemed to be num- 
bered. 

But an enemy more formidable even than 
Tilly here diverted the king's attention from a 
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road which he might otherwise have taken, 
and compelled him to retrace his steps in order 
to guard and protect what he had won. 

Wallenstein, Duke of Friedland, whom we 
introduced in the beginning of our story, had 
undoubtedly been treated with great meanness 
and ingratitude by his Imperial master. Proud, 
imperious,' and dangerously ambitious, he had 
yet rendered the Imperial cause immense ser- 
vices ; but when the enemies of the Emperor 
had been vanquished, and the immediate want 
of the duke's army was no longer felt, he was 
dismissed with many protestations of gratitude 
and esteem, and deprived of the command of 
an army which he had principally raised at his 
own expense. He received the blow without 
flinching. With a smile on his lips, but his 
heart full of dark revenge and hatred, he retired 
to his estates in Bohemia, where, shut out from 
the world, and surrounded by regal magnificence, 
he awaited the ripening of those plans which 
he had long since made. The present circum- 
stances only stimulated his activity, and in his 
solitude he was kept informed of everything 
that passed. 
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His overtures to Gustavus Adolphus to assist 
him in conquering Germany were refused in the 
beginning of the invasion. They were not re- 
newed, but the duke resolved to extend his 
punishment to the invader also. At last the 
time arrived. Tilly died ; the army was without 
a commander ; the Elector of Bavaria a fugitive ; 
the Emperor was shaking on his throne. Am- 
bassadors were sent to Wallenstein to offer him 
the post of generalissimo, and again and again 
they returned with a curt refusal. At last Wal- 
lenstein named his terms, and, to make a deeper 
impression, raised an army of 40,000 men in less 
than three months. Then he retired to await 
the concession of his demands. The King of 
Sweden was preparing to march to Vienna ; there 
was but one man to oppose him, and the Em- 
peror saw himself forced to accede to his terms. 
The duke became generalissimo, with the sole 
power over life and death in his army. No 
one was allowed to enter or command it, not 
even the Emperor, except by his permissioa 
And to him belonged the power of doing with 
the conquered countries what he pleased. Truly 
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there were two emperors in Germany then, and 
the one at the head of a powerful army was the 
mightier. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. 

\T /"E find ourselves in the Swedish camp, 
^ ^ before the walls of Nuremberg. It was 
a marvel of workmanship and fortification. A 
trench twelve feet broad and eight feet deep 
surrounded the whole camp, which was provided 
with walls, redoubts, bastions, gates, and breast- 
works, like a city. A hundred and fifty pieces 
of cannon defended the walls, while cleanliness 
and health were secured by the river Pegnitz 
which flowed through the camp. At the mo- 
ment at which we enter it there is bustle and 
activity. The Chancellor Oxenstierna has arrived 
with an army of 50,000 men, composed of the 
new Swedish and German levies, and room has 
to be found for the greater part of them. Sixty 
cannon and 4,000 baggage waggons are as yet 
outside the camp, till sufficient space can be 
cleared for them. 

Near this group of armament, which occupied 

X 
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considerable ground, a regiment of cavalry had 
been stationed to protect and watch over the 
impedimenta^ for the Croats of the Duke of 
Friedland were exceedingly bold, and would un- 
doubtedly attempt to carry some of them away 
should they remain exposed. The officer who 
commanded this party, and who was no other 
than Harry Wyndham, had dropped the bridle 
of his horse on its neck, and was intently en- 
gaged in reconnoitring the horizon. In the 
distance his experienced eye could discern small 
volumes of smoke rising straight up to heaven. 
They were the camp fires of the Duke of Fried- 
land's army, — in an equally strong position on 
the other side of the river ; he being quite as 
determined as the Swedish king to see who 
would be the first to give in. 

Wyndham had followed the king's victorious 
career, step by step, by the side of his friend 
Baverley. After the death of Lord Falkenberg 
they had obtained permission to exchange into 
the regiment of Colonel Lumsdell, a brave 
English officer who had come over with the 
king, and who showed himself, at the head of 
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his Scots, one of the coolest and most intrepid 
officers in the army. Much to the contentment of 
all parties, Helena had accepted the king's offer, 
and was attached to the queen's suite, where 
she was safe; while her father's health at last 
broke down after so many vicissitudes. On the 
removal of the court to Mayence during the 
winter of 1631-32, the pious old man, overcome 
by fatigue and the severity of the weather, sank 
rapidly. On the second day after his arrival in 
the city he found his strength giving way alto- 
gether; but although he knew his last days had 
come, he was of good cheer/ On his death- 
bed, which was surrounded by Baverley, Harry, 
and Helena, he joined the hands of the two 
lovers ; and then, as if his only trouble had been 
cleared away, he laid his head down with a 
gentle smile and passed away imperceptibly. 
Harry had thus followed the king on his march, 
, and they were now at Nuremberg. So intently 
was he gazing at Wallenstein's camp, that he 
did not notice the approach of an officer on 
foot who had issued out of the camp ; and it 
was not till the well-known voice of Herr 
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Wechter greeted him, his hand patting the liorse, 
that Harry knew of his approach. They 'had 
not seen each. other since their last meeting in 
the camp at Schwedt Three times had he been 
sent on a mission to Sweden, and each time on 
his return Harry or Baverley heard of his arrival 
and subsequent departure when it was too late. 
He had since then constantly been with Oxen- 
stierna, who commanded the troops on the Rhine 
and had only returned with him. 

"I was weary of all the din and bustle," he 
said to Harry, "and learning that you were 
here, I thought it would be refreshing to see a 
Stralsund friend again. I never expected to see 
you alive when I heard of the destruction of 
Magdeburg, knowing that you were part of the 
garrison; and you may thank God that He has 
pleased to pluck you and yours out of that 
fire. But tell me, how did it happen ? " 

Harry related how and by whom they had been . 
saved from a fearful death. Herr Wechter sat on 
the grass, with his back leaning against a tree. 
There were tears in his eyes, and his face wore 
an expression of deep sadness. He grasped his 
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friend's hand, and pressing it firmly, said, " I thank 
you ; I thank you very much. How I have prayed 
over that boy, — ^how I have watched over him! 
I thought I acted wisely, but I clearly see now 
I was too hard with him. The melancholy deed 
by which he separated himself for ever from us, did 
not surprise me so much as it did others. I knew 
his desperate temper. I watched his jealousy of 
you, and I pitied him deeply; for I saw myself that 
you had a greater right to the affections of that 
sweet maid than he." 

" Think you that his blow was premeditated ? '^ 
asked Wyndham. 

" Nay, I think no act of his was ever pre- 
meditated. He had no control over his passions, 
but allowed them to guide him whither they listed. 
I have no doubt he was deeply sorry for it after- 
wards. Oh that I could but see him and speak to 
him again ! Oh that I could but press him to my 
heart ! " 

When the worthy burgher rose and slowly 
returned to the camp, Wyndham looked after him 
and sighed. "Only a few miles between father 
and son!" he said to himself: "could they not 
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meet again? Were it not possible to send him 
a letter ? So near, and yet so far ! " 

The position of the Swedish army at Nuremberg 
became unbearable. With every exertion and 
with the price in his hands the king could not 
obtain enough provisions for so many men. The 
thousands of pounds of bread that were daily 
carried from the town into the camp could barely 
satisfy the sharpest pangs of hunger. Horses died 
rapidly for the want of forage. Disease broke out 
everywhere and carried off more lives than would 
be lost by the bloodiest battle. It is true, ever and 
anon by a piece of good luck the Swedes increased 
their stores somewhat by the surprise of a convoy 
or the taking of a magazine. But, nevertheless 
the want became more pressing each day. The 
German soldiers and officers of his army began 
to rob and fofage among the peasantry, and the 
example was speedily followed by the rest of the 
troops. Daily complaints from the citizens and 
peasants came to the king ; and he grew angry and 
sad that even his own soldiers should at last be 
seduced to commit these excesses. He resolved to 
offer Wallenstein battle, and bring the matter to 
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a crisis. Accordingly, attended by three or four 
generals and a troop of Lumsdell's horse, to which 
Harry belonged, they set out to reconnoitre the 
country around. 

They had not ridden for more than two miles 
when they came to a farmhouse which appeared to 
be totally uninhabited. The king halted, and with 
a stern voice commanded an officer to enter the 
house and see whether there were any people in it 
The officer returned with a troubled face, and 
reported that he had found the body of a middle- 
aged peasant apparently quite dead, blood flowing 
from a wound in the head. All the cupboards and 
presses in the house had been broken open and 
emptied. With an exclamation of impatience the 
king alighted and, followed by his generals, entered 
the house. It was as had been described. The 
man lay on the floor with an old gun in his hand, 
having apparently fallen in defence of his property. 
It was plain that this was not the work ot 
Wallenstein's people, but of his own. The king 
knelt down by the body, and seizing one of the 
cold hands, assured himself of the real state of 
affairs. He rose, and his face wore a look of deep 
anguish. 
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*' Gentlemen," he said, in a low voice, turning to 
Banner and the Duke of Saxe- Weimar, "I am 
afraid that God will turn away His face from us 
because of these things. I shall not rest until the 
culprits of this deed have been made an example 
of." 

They remounted and rode on amidst general 
silence, directing their course to an eminence 
from whence the surrounding country might be 
overlooked and a correct view might be obtained 
of part of Wallenstein*s camp. As they were 
leisurely approaching the summit of the hill, one 
of those who had been despatched to see that all 
was clear returned with the intelligence that a 
small party of soldiers belonging to a corps of the 
Elector of Saxony was actually engaged in pillaging 
a farmhouse at the side of the hill. 

** Ha," said the king turning round, with a frown, 
to Harry, " Captain Wyndham ! Down upon them ; 
dead or alive, bring them here. Forward !" 

In a few moments a cloud of dust enveloped the 
troop that swept over the summit and down the 
hill, like a mountain torrent, upon the pillagers. 
Never was there such a scramble as when the latter 
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discovered the approach of the cavalry. They 
were some twenty men strong, headed by an officer 
who in vain called out to his men to stop and 
defend themselves. Those outside the house, who 
were carrying loot, threw down what they had and 
made for the wood hard by, where the horses were 
tied together. Those inside jumped through win- 
dows, from roofs, and out of doors, and followed 
their comrades. Directing part of his men to the 
horses, Harry flew in amongst the few that had 
prepared themselves for a desperate resistance. 
Then, commanding some of his men to dismount 
and search the house, he remained outside. It was 
not long ere a shout was heard, and a figure fled 
out of the barn-door towards the wood, stooping 
down ever and anon to evade the bullets that 
were sent after him. Fortunately for the fugitive 
several of the horses of the pillaging troop had 
broken loose. In a moment the figure had caught 
one, jumped on its back, and was spurring in the 
direction of Wallenstein's camp. And now a race 
began. He was not a soldier — so much was plain ; 
but what he was, was not easy to determine, for 
he rode exceedingly well, and flew along the field, 
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followed by half a dozen troopers, and was quickly 
out of sight. After some resistance the pillagers, 
who had heard of the king's presence, were bound, 
iand, trembling for their lives, they were on the 
point of starting, when the party who had set off 
in pursuit of the fugitive came again in view. 

" I have lassoed a curious prize, captain," cried 
one fellow, who had been in Spain and knew how 
to use the lasso. " Here's neither soldier, peasant, 
citizen, priest, nor student, Christian, heathen, man, 
nor beast. I've seen many an animal, but never 
a one like this." 

And there, bound securely to the fellow's horse, 
and with a purple face in consequence of the lasso 
around his neck, dressed in the same beggarly 
clothes of three years ago, was the veritable gipsy 
who had so mysteriously crossed Harry's path 
twice before. For a moment the two eyed each 
other without moving a muscle. Then a faint smile 
came on Harry's lips, as he said, in English, " The 
tables are turned this time, Joe Marks. How is it 
your stars could not warn you of this } or did they ?" 

" No," said the Irishman very coolly, " I think 
not. It is all up with me now. But can't this 
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strap be loosened, I shall have another one on 
soon enough, anyhow." And he gave a. short 
laugh. 

Harry ordered the strap round his throat to 
be loosened, and knowing that the king was 
awaiting the issue of his expedition, he set out 
on his return. They found Gustavus Adolphus 
diligently employed in reconnoitring the surround- 
ing country, of which a beautiful panorama lay 
before him. When he observed the party, the 
expression of his features became hard and stern. 
He ordered the prisoners to be brought before 
him, and the cavalry to form three sides 
of a square around them. They looked a 
pitiable lot as they stood trembling with bare 
heads and their hands tied behind them. He 
regarded them for a moment, and then called 
the officers to the front. Two corporals, a 
sergeant, and an ensign answered. The superior 
officer had already been killed in his own 
defence. 

"You are the men that heap disgrace on my 
head, and cause alike my name and my cause 
to be cursed. You have given the example to 
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the soldiers, and of you therefore an example 
will be made." 

He wheeled abruptly round, gave a short com- 
mand to an officer behind him, and cantered 
off, followed by all except about twenty hussars 
and the five unhappy men. Not long afterwards 
the hussars again joined the party. A dreadful 
punishment had been inflicted upon the five 
men. They were hanging in front of the house 
which they had been pillaging. 

**Tell me who and what thou art," asked 
Harry of the gipsy, whom he had contrived to 
get beside him. "Thou art a mysterious 
creature." 

" As you see," answered the gipsy, " I am a 
poor beggar, and I have to get a living any- 
how." 

With this answer, however, Harry was in no 
way content. By adroit questioning and coaxing 
he managed to extract from the prisoner the 
following details of his life. His father had been 
an important member of the gipsy tribe, who 
having for some reason been compelled to fly, 
had crossed over from his native country, 
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Bohemia, to Ireland, where he married an Irish 
girl. He was their only child, and on the death 
of both parents, when still young, he determined 
to join his own people, where by his strength 
and the knowledge of English and French, 
which he managed to learn, he soon rose to 
great power in his tribe. He hinted that he 
had frequently been employed by Wallenstein's 
astrologer, whom we have already introduced, 
but in what capacity he would not disclose. At 
the commencement of the war he had entered 
the army for his own purposes, but a quarrel 
with Seni had separated them for ever. 

I do not see much of that separation," said 
Harry, "since thou art at least in the neigh- 
bourhood of his camp as much as ever.'' 

"Do you not know, young man," answered the 
gipsy, " that where the hunters are, there also is 
the carrion crow and the vulture } I am driving 
a warfare of my own now, and I know it is 
most profitable after all." 

" But you are in the Imperial camp occasionally, 
are you not ? " asked Harry. 

** I might have been/' was the cautious answer, 
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as the fellow looked at the expression on Harry's 
face from the corner of his eyes. 

"And do you know its position?^' Harry 
asked again. 

"I know nothing/' answered the gipsy firmly, 
evidently deeming his information thrown away. 

This, Harry was convinced was Untrue, but do 
what he might he could get no more out of 
the man. His threats were of no avail, for the 
fellow firmly believed that ere the night had 
passed he too would be hanged. All offers of 
reward were unsuccessful, for the same reason. 
The only thing which could have tempted the 
gipsy to make any disclosures was his liberty, 
and over this Harry knew he had no power. 
He had learned enough now not again to let 
the prisoner slip without authority. 

That evening in his tent he slept but little. 
Suppose the gipsy knew all about the enemy's 
camp, — and it was most probable that he did, — 
could he not take a message or a letter to 
Theodore ? This was most likely the only oppor- 
tunity they would ever have of conmiunicating. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE MESSAGE OF LOVE. 

np^HE next morning at break of day Harry 
■^ hurried out of his tent to the spot where he 
knew the prisoners, who had not been condemned 
to death, were confined previous to their trans- 
portation to the prison at Nuremberg. He 
found the gipsy soundly asleep on a horse-rug, 
and it needed some shaking to awake him. He 
rubbed his eyes and looked at Harry with 
astonishment. 

"Answer me one question," said the latter 
decisively; "do you know the place where the 
52nd regiment of Croats bivouac in Wallenstein's 
camp ? Hark you, I am deeply grateful for the 
services you have rendered me, and I shall 
endeavour to procure your liberty, on one con- 
dition — that you will help me further. Do you 
think it is at all possible for me with your 
assistance to enter the camp, and speak to one 
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of the Croat officers ? Never mind the risk for 
me, but is there any possibility ? " 

" No," answered the gipsy curtly ; but he 
seemed for some moments swayed by doubts. 
At last he said, "If you do not mind the risk of 
being shot half a dozen times, I think it might 
be done." 

" That will do," said Harry ; and turning round 
he hurried away to Colonel Lumsdell's tent, to 
whom he explained who and what the gipsy 
was — neither spy nor soldier, but simply one of 
the many wandering vagabonds who travelled in 
the rear of Wallensteiii's army. Then with his 
heart full of hopes he went to find Herr Wechter. 
With adroitness Harry turned the conversation 
upon the two armies that were confronting each 
other, and remarked that it was sad to think 
that many in the one had friends in the other 
with whom they could hold no intercourse, and 
against whom they might be compelled to fight 
ere long. 

" Yes," said Herr Wechter, with a sigh ; 
"would that there were communication between 
the two armies, although of course this is impos- 
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sible. I would send a letter to that boy of mine 
every day until I had him safe in my arms/' 

" Could you not send one now V^ asked Harry. 

"Send one now!'' repeated Wechter, looking 
in amazement at Wyndham. 

"Yes. Suppose some adventurer were to un- 
dertake the delivery of one, and saw his way to 
the execution of the plan, could you not write 
a letter V 

Herr Wechter shook his head, and looked as 
if he did not comprehend what was said to 
him ; and was with difficulty made to under- 
stand that the opportunity he so much desired 
had come. 

He listened with suspended breath. It was 
then arranged, and promised with glistening eyes 
to have a letter ready at dusk. 

Thanks to Colonel Lumsdell, the examination 
of the gipsy ended very favourably. Harry had 
deemed it wise to inform the colonel of all he 
knew about him. As he spoke their tongue and 
had not been caught in plundering, but had been 
concealed in the bam, and as his own quick wit 
gave him a ready answer to every question, he 

y 
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received a severe reprimand on the evils of vaga- 
bondism and idleness, and he was then handed 
over to the guard, who had orders to release him 
at dusk. 

The whole of that day Harry was in a state 
of feverish excitement. He had determined at 
least to attempt what appeared next to impos* 
sible. He had resolved to surmount all obstacles 
and brave all dangers, that with his own hand 
he might bring Theodore his father's letter and 
speak to him and plead with him in person. It 
is true he had but small hope of inducing Theo- 
dora to desert and join the Swedish army. He 
knew that he occupied a very important post, 
and had probably been entrusted with secret 
missions, — for the Croats on their swift animals 
were useful in that respect. Still there was a 
chance of his resigning, and then father and son 
might return to Stralsund. 

At last evening fell, and Harry and the gipsy 
found themselves outside the camp, each on horse- 
back, the former with the old man's letter in his 
pocket It bore no direction, in order not to in- 
culpate Theodore, should it get into the hands of 
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the Imperialists ; and as it was sealed, Harry did 
not read it It was better that the words between 
father and son, in which the former perhaps con- 
fessed that he too had been wrong, should not 
be revealed to any human eye but those for which 
they were written. 

So completely did Harry trust to his guide, 
that he never for a moment entertained a thought 
of his endeavouring to play false. They con- 
versed together, and were much more communi- 
cative than before. The gipsy himself began 
to talk about their present expedition. 

" You must promise me one thing, captain," he 
said to Harry, " and that is that you will let no- 
body know what I am now doing. I do it solely 
out of gratitude to you ; and if it became known 
amongst the brotherhood, it might be fatal to me, 
and perhaps to you too.'' 

"The brotherhood!'' said Harry; "what bro- 
therhood ?" 

" Brotherhood ! " repeated the gipsy in a some- 
what startled voice. " I spoke of no brotherhood ! " 

" Come, come, master gipsy," said Harry ; "you 
are going to trust me with a very important secret, 
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and you do not put enough faith in me to speak of 
a matter that is pretty well known in the world. 
You most decidedly spoke of a brotherhood, and 
I know very well that such an one exists. But I 
knew not that you were a member of it, nor that 
its decrees could be so fatal." 

"Young man," answered the gipsy, once more 
turning towards Harry with that earnestness, 
almost haughtiness, which at times he could 
assume, " if I said brotherhood, I was not wrong. 
I meant tribe. But there is a brotherhood, and I 
am an unworthy member of it. What it does, 
what it is, what it professes, I cannot say; but 
that it has power over everything ia this land and 
everybody, that much I will tell you." 

"Except, perhaps, over him who rests over 
yonder, an ' who is mightier even than your em- 
peror," said Harry. 

" Ha ha I " laughed the g^ipsy. It was a bitter, a 
hateful laugh, and he shook his fist against the 
place where dimly the camp fires of the Im- 
perialists could be seen. "He! the villain, the 
dog I Mark my words. Ere my life is five years 
older, both these oaks will be felled by the hand 
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of the common woodman; The axe is sharpening, 
and the wielder — is not far off." 

As he said these last words he spurred his horse, 
and for the rest of the time remained silent. After 
they had made a great circuit, and forded the 
Pegnitz and the Rednitz twice, the gipsy halted, 
and then, requesting his companion to dismount, 
drew two pegs out of his pocket and picketed 
both horses in a spot where the grass grew 
thick. 

"You must remain here," whispered the gipsy, 
" until I return. See, here are the outposts of the 
Croats." As he spoke he crept a few paces 
onward, and Harry, following him, perceived that 
they were on the summit of a hill, and that, at the 
other side, a fire was burning, surrounded by men. 
" I shall creep through, go to Wechter's tent, and 
deliver the letter. Should I find it at all prac- 
ticable for you to go, I shall come and tell you. 
At all events, wait here till I return, and give me 
the letter." 

Seeing that there was nothing else for it, Harry 
gave him the letter and waited. He waited long. 
At last a hand touched his arm. He started, but 
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was pushed down by the gipsy, who was wet with 
dew and breathed heavily. 

"It's no use/* he said; "you can^t go, I, who 
am accustomed to this kind of thing, Tm tired 
to death, and have had a narrow escape twice. 
Besides, he won't see you. He says it's no good. 
But he has given me an answer. Here it is." 

"What did he say?" asked Harry. "Did he 
read the letter.^ Could I not see him for a 
moment } " 

" No," said the gipsy, decisively. " At first he 
laid it beside him. But when he took it up and 
broke the seal and looked at the handwriting he 
started, turned pale, and his hand shook like an 
^spen-leaf. Then he began reading it, and laying 
it down, and covering his face with his hands, and 
reading again. At last he began to cry like a 
child, and I pitied him. He remained with his 
head in his hands for a long while, and when he 
got up again he was quite calm, and wrote this 
answer. But he instructed me positively to tell 
you not to attempt to come to him.'' 

Harry thanked the gipsy, and, under his guid- 
ance, returned to the Swedish camp. 
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The letter which he handed to his old friend 
was short, but full of tender expressions of regret 
for the past. It was not difficult to see that 
the haughty spirit had been broken ; and although 
honour and a soldier's instinct made it impossible 
to return, he prayed that some day peace might 
come, and that he might then feel his father^s 
arms around him as of old. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

•^ I ^HE blow had been struck and parried. The 
•*" Duke of Friedland*s ppsition had been at- 
tacked with all the impetuosity of the Scots regi- 
ments, the cool determination of the Finlanders, 
and the bravery of the Germans. During ten 
hours, regiment after regiment had marched up 
a steep height, at the summit of which a hundred 
pieces of cannon were awaiting them. When they 
arrived in the middle of the ascent, a flash of 
lightning was seen, a shock was felt as of a tre- 
mendous peal of thunder, a cloud of smoke for 
some moments enveloped the soldiers, and out of 
it the clang of swords and the rattle of musketry 
could be heard. When the cloud of smoke dis- 
appeared it disclosed the regiment in confusion 
flying down the hill pursued by Imperial cavalry, 
and leaving one-fifth of their number on the field 
of death. Every regiment was thus brought in- 
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to action. It marched resolutely up the bill, it 
received the terrific fire of the guns, it endea- 
voured to rally, it was met by a fearful discharge 
of musketry; a charge of cavalry, and it turned 
to fly from so overwhelming a force. And every 
hour during which the attack lasted two hundred 
corpses covered the scene of the struggle. 

Convinced that Wallenstein's camp was impreg- 
nable, the King of Sweden at last resolved to 
relieve the city of Nuremberg from the fearful 
burden which it bore reluctantly. Leaving a suffi- 
cient garrison to protect it in case of a siege, 
he broke up his camp, divided his army into two 
parts, sent one into Franconia, and marched him- 
self back on the way he had come, to complete 
his conquest of Bavaria. Five days later, Wal- 
lenstein followed his example. Without troubling 
himself about the city, he broke up his camp 
and retreated in an opposite direction. The way 
which he chose was marked along the horizon 
by the columns of smoke and the flames which 
shot up in the air. Every village he passed was 
plundered and burned ; and the inhabitants of the 
city, much though they had suffered, were deep- 
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ly grateful for the protection which had saved 
them from such a fate. 

Much though they had suffered, there had been 
no siege ; there had been no violence perpetrated 
within the city ; a battle had not been fought ; 
with the exception of one attack, no blood had 
been spilt by the sword. And yet those three 
months which had been passed by the two hos- 
tile armies in sight of each other had been more 
fatal to either than a series of the bloodiest con- 
flicts which it would have been possible to engage 
in. It is true the city had lost none of its pro- 
perty, and none of its inhabitants had been mur- 
dered ; but nevertheless, its loss had been in pro- 
portion scarcely less than that of Magdeburg. 
The king^s army had lost one-third, Wallenstein^s 
more than one-half of its number, and for miles 
and miles around the city the fields had been con- 
verted into a huge burial-ground. That terrible 
enemy, disease, born from scarcity and privation, 
had dealt its blows indiscriminately and fatally. 

Marching rapidly forward, the king once more 
appeared in Bavaria. An insurrection of the 
peasantry in Upper Austria cleared the way to 
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Vienna. Wallenstein, at the head of the only Im- 
perial army, was in Saxony, and could not possibly 
have interrupted his march. Ingolstadt alone lay 
between the king and Vienna. Once more the 
Emperor trembled on his throne, once more the 
great prize seemed to be in the king's grasp ; 
when, to every one's astonishment, events inter- 
posed a second time between the idea and the 
reality. When on his march to Ingolstadt, the king 
received a packet from his chancellor Oxenstiema. 
It informed him that Wallenstein, while threat- 
ening the Elector of Saxony with the most fright- 
ful devastation of his dominions, at the same 
time artfully held out proposals for peace ; and 
that he was assisted in his plans by the elector's 
field-marshal, Arnheim, who had kept up a con- 
stant correspondence with his former chief, and 
who now used all his influence to draw the elector 
away from his alliance with the Swedish king. 
The latter at once saw that this would be a ter- 
rible blow to his progress. The elector was the 
most powerful and the most influential Protes- 
tant prince in Germany. His territory lay be- 
tween the king and the Baltic. Should he turn 
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from an ally into an enemy, others were sure to 
follow, the king would find himself in the midst 
of a hostile country, and the issue would be im- 
possible to foretell. 

As soon as the king received this communica- 
tion, therefore, he decided to prevent this cala- 
mity by uniting himself with the elector and 
forcing Wallenstein to a battle. He retraced his 
steps northward, passed by Nuremberg once more, 
effected a juncture with Bernard, Duke of Wei- 
mar, whom he had left in Franconia, and reached 
Erfurt and his queen the 28th of October, 1632, 
to bid her farewell before a decisive battle. 

Harry had obtained permission to go to the 
city and take his leave of Helena ; and his friend 
Baverley and Herr Wechter were to join them 
afterwards. He found his betrothed still dressed 
in deep mourning, and somewhat pale and sad; 
for her own sorrows had been heavy, and her 
sympathetic nature felt deeply for the loving 
and beautiful queen. 

" You should not be sad and downcast," whis- 
pered he; "you should summon your brightest 
smiles, to give courage to her majesty." 



Before the Battle. 333 

Helena sighed. 

"I have lost so much/' she said/' and I fear 
I shall lose so much more. I cannot smile/' 

Harry looked down upon her with tender- 
ness; " I had so hoped that I might have changed 
that sombre black dress for one more gay, and 
that from the orphan I might have made you a 
happy wife. I cannot bear the thought of your 
position should I fall in the battle." 

"And let us think of the poor queen, Harry, 
for assuredly she would be in a far worse posi- 
tion than I. Suppose the king were to die, what 
would she do, in this strange country, and sur- 
rounded by those who had been subjugated by 
her husband's sword .^ There is a feeling within 
me as if something was going to happen !" 

"Nay," said Harry, "I feel so confident that 
he will be victorious, that I am almost impatient." 

" When I saw him alighting from his horse just 
now," said Helena, " and beheld his warlike form 
going into the house, a curious feeling came over 
me, and it was as if my heart was pressed by a 
heavy load. God grant that he may be spared 
to us! But whom have we here.^ Dear Herr 
Wechter!" 
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At this moment Herr Wechter and Baverley 
appeared before the house, and greeted Helena 
through the window. The appearance of the old 
man, whom she had scarcely seen since their de- 
parture from Stralsund, made her forget even 
Harry. She rushed to the door of the apartment, 
into the arms of her guardian, and, overcome with 
emotion, laid her head upon his shoulder and 
wept When she had become sufficiently calmi 
he led her to a seat, and taking one beside her, 
commenced relating to her his vicissitudes. When 
he had thus been engaged for some timd, Herr 
Wechter took her hand with a solemn mien and 
looked at her in silence. 

"All flesh is grass," said he, reverently, "and 
who knows whether any of us will live till to- 
morrow." There was a pause as the old man 
looked at his friends earnestly. 

"Helena, my dear,^^ he said, taking her hand 
and patting it gently, like a father, " I am old 
and shall not live long. But I am your guar- 
dian, my child, and if I should be taken away 
from you, you would have no other. Now it 
struck me that as both Harry and William might 
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be killed in the battle — for a battle there assured- 
ly will be ere the month is out, — it would be very 
wrong of me as guardian to leave you without 
some provision." 

Harry and Helena looked at each other with 
disquietude. 

" I am old," exclaimed old Wechter, " and not 
likely to live much longer. But God has blessed 
me with means, and I am thankful to say I have 
spent the greater part of them in His service. But 
it has also pleased him to take away my wife 
and my son ; and so I look upon you, Helena, 
as my daughter, and I hope earnestly that I may 
soon look upon Harry as my son. I have left 
instructions in Stralsund that you are my heiress, 
and I have appointed as guardian in my stead 
my noble friend the chancellor. I only thought 
it was right to tell you this now," he added, with 
simplicity, "because we may not meet here on 
earth again. I shall not be long on earth, but 
for you, my dear, there may be a long life in store, 
in which you will always strive, I hope, to be a 
light shining freely to the glory of your Maker/' 

Helena took his hand and covered it with tears. 
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All were deeply moved. The solemnity of the 
occasion, the certainty of the approach of impor- 
tant, of perhaps fatal events, imparted a double 
feeling of sadness to these last moments. 

Not long after, the three men followed the king 
as silently he rode to join his army, which had 
been left at some distance from the town. And 
Helena went quietly to fulfil her duty with the 
sorrowing and all but inconsolable queen. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE BATTLE OF LUTZEN. 

A THICK, impenetrable fog hung over the 
earth when, on the i6th of November, 
1632, the sun rose above the horizon. The 
inhabitants of the little town of Lutzen, if any 
had remained, on looking out of their windows 
on that morning, would not have been aware 
of the presence of anything unusual had not 
the noise of arms, the sounds of military com- 
mands, the sharp notes of the bugle, the beat 
of the drum, the neighing of horses, which fell 
upon their ears through the veil of mist, taught 
them that not far off two hostile armies were 
drawn up opposite each other, and that ere the 
sun had again risen, one of these would have 
been driven from the field. 

After leaving Erfurt, the king had advanced 
with rapid marches to the town of Naumburg, 
which is situated at a distance of about thirty 
miles south-west of Leipsic. Here he received 
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welcome intelligence. Wallenstein was totally 

unaware of his approach; but more than that. 

After having called a council of war, the duke 

had resolved to go into winter quarters in Saxony. 

His army was distributed over the different 

towns in the neighbourhood, and Pappenheim 

had been despatched with about 14,000 men to 

the relief of Cologne, which was at that moment 

being threatened by the Dutch. No sooner was 

the king informed of Pappenheim's march to 

Cologne, than, breaking up his camp at Naum- 

burg, he advanced with the whole of his army 

towards Wallenstein, resolved to force him to 

a battle, now that he had been weakened by so 

large a detachment. The duke, taken entirely 

by surprise, hastily collected all his forces from 

the neighbouring towns and villages, took up 

a position on the plain of Lutzen, and sent 

a ' flying messenger to Pappenheim, with strict 

orders to come back immediately and join him 

in the battle. On the evening of the 15 th, 

Gustavus Adolphus arrived with his army on the 

opposite side of the plain, the high road from 

Lutzen to Leipsic running between the two 
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armies, and drew up his forces in order of 
battle. In the nighty Wallenstein had the clever- 
ness to possess himself of this road, dig deep 
trenches, and fill them with musketeers. In the 
meanwhile, the King of Sweden, the Duke of 
Weimar, and General Knipphausen were passing 
their time in the king's coach, discussing the 
order of battle, the plan of attack, and making 
dispositions as to the future. 

We find Harry and William posted on the 
right wing, which was commanded by the king 
in person. The Swedish army was drawn up 
in two lines, one behind the other — and their 
regiment, which had been assigned a place in 
the second line, was stationed on a little emi- 
nence, from which a magnificent view of the 
whole field could be obtained. The fog, however, 
now enveloped everything in its impenetrable 
folds, and threatened to destroy the chance on 
which the king had depended — that of beating 
Wallenstein ere Pappenheim could have reached 
him. The two youths had passed the night by 
their horses wrapped in their cloaks, and had 
slept as soundly as if lying on a bed of down. 
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"If this fog continues," said Wyndham, " it 
will be impossible to fight. 1 can just dis- 
tinguish the rear of the Swedish cavalry from 
here. See ! they are mounting. Whatever for, 
I should like to know ? Ha, they cheer ! It 
must be the king!'' 

" I think it is," answered Baverley, bending 
over his horse's head. "Methinks the fog is 
becoming thinner. Is yonder the king, colonel ? " 

Colonel Lumsdell looked sharply, and moved 
his horse a few steps forward. " Yes," he said ; 
"I can hear his voice. He is not far from 
us, either. Close up there ! " 

The ranks were soon formed, and the regiment 
stood immovable, awaiting the approach of the 
beloved leader. But he came not. It was now 
clear day, and had been so for some three 
hours, and yet scarcely anything was visible 
but the immediate surroundings. 

"Here it comes at last," said Harry, as the 
sun broke through the mist, and a gust of 
wind blew the fog, as if in clouds, before it. 
In a few moments the whole field lay stretched 
out before them, the long lines of horses and 
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men, with their glittering polished helmets, 
cuirasses, and arms, and gay banners reaching 
far away into the distance; at the same time 
the army of the duke became visible on the 
other side, the white and dusty road lying be- 
tween them. The men drew a deep breath, 
and involuntarily the horses trampled and 
snorted and moved closer together. 

" See ! there's the king, right in front of us," 
said William, pointing in that direction. *'He 
is sitting on a white horse. Don't you see 
him } Now he dismounts ; he kneels down." 
As if by an irresistible impulse, and following 
the example of the Swedish cavalry before 
them, they dismounted, uncovered, and sank on 
one knee. In a few moments every soldier 
followed the example, and the whole army was 
on its knees before the Lord of hosts. At the 
same instant the bands of the different regi- 
ments began to play, and the solemn and 
stirring tones of that magnificent hymn of 
Luther, "Ein feste Burg ist unser Gott," burst 
upon the stillness of the morning. But through 
it, as if he could not allow this to happen 
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without opposition, the tones of Wallenstein's 
trumpets were heardi blowing a light and trivial 
march. 

The king rose and, remounting, rode slowly 
past the different regiments, giving each of 
them a hearty and inspiring word. As he 
reached Lumsdell's regiment he halted, and 
viewed with evident satisfaction the fine ap- 
pearance which it presented. "For you, brave 
Scots," he said, "I have reserved the difficult 
post of waiting until I shall want your irresis- 
tible charge to make the scales turn in our 
favour/' A tremendous cheer burst from the 
men, and the king moved on to the front. 

"See! they have set fire to Lutzen," cried 
Harry, who suddenly caught sight of the distant 
smoke and flame as they rose up into the air. 
" I suppose they are afraid of our taking it and 
planting a battery in it Hallo! What is this? 
Knipphausen's infantry is marching against the 
trenches on the side of the road. See how well 
they march; it looks as if there were but one 
man stepping ! See ! yonder officer at the cor- 
ner is Karl Weber, whom we met last night. 
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See ! he is turning round to his men^ and points 
with his sword to the trench." 

" They have taken both I " ejaculated Baver- 
ley with a joyful surprise. " Bravo ! old Knipp- 
hausen. The Imperial musketeers are running 
helter-skelter towards the battery. I wonder it 
does not fire. Ah I " said William, giving the 
glass back to Harry, with a shudder; "did you 
see that discharge.? I saw Karl Weber fall 
and the men waver. Have they taken to 
flight ? '' 

"Not at all," said Harry, after a long look; 
"at least, I don't think so, for there is a cloud 
of smoke just now. No! they have taken the 
battery. See I look what a fight they are having 
with the gunners ! There they run as fast as 
their legs can carry them. Oh ! I feel as if we 
shall win this battle. I am growing quite im- 
patient to have a hand in it. 

<* Never mind," said William ; " we'll have 
plenty of it yet. See ! there is the king, with 
his cavalry sweeping across the field. I can 
see the Croats moving closer together. There 
they go. What a shock it will be ! I can see 
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his white horse prancing in the front rank. 
What a splendid body they make!'* 

"Can you see who that officer is, riding by 
his side?" asked Harry of the colonel, who at 
a few yards from them was regarding the scene. 

" It's that Duke of Lauenburg," answered the 
colonel. "I wonder what could attract the king 
to that fellow. A more crafty, less straight- 
forward man I have seldom seen. There are 
the Croats and the hussars flying like chaff 
before them. Do you see } We have beaten 
them on two points now. 

"Not yet,'* said William. "Do you see the 
trenches by the road.^ Look! Knipphausen^s 
men are wavering. They can't stand against that 
cavalry. See ! As I am alive, there's Wallenstein 
himself cheering his men on, — there, on that pie- 
bald horse. Ha! what a fight! Fearful!" 

So it was. The regiments led by Knipphausen, 
which had taken the trenches and the battery, 
were now opposed by Wallenstein himself with 
infantry and cavalry. There was, in the middle of 
the field, one dark mass of human beings, surging 
to and fro ; no shots, no smoke, only the clash of 
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the sword and the gun as it descended upon the 
armour. At last Knipphausen's men wavered. 
Every one looked on with suspended breath, 
when the colonel in sudden alarm pointed to the 
right wing of the field, which the king had but 
lately traversed with his squadrons. A white 
horse was seen galloping without its rider. 

" The king's horse !'* " The king is wounded V 
" The king is dead !" were the various ejaculations 
uttered as the regiment of Finlanders in front of 
them, uttering one cry, — a cry of agony, of despair, 
of revenge, — came running in one compact mass 
towards the spot where already a bloodier conflict 
than the one described above was taking place for 
the body of the king. It seemed as if that spot 
had become the centre of the field, where the 
object of all hopes and fears lay buried under a 
heap of slain. From every side battalion after 
battalion, regiment after regiment, came up to 
dispute its possession. 

Lumsdell's men, who had up to this moment 
been calm witnesses of all that passed, when they 
heard the roar of the regiment before them and 
saw them dashing over the field, became Impa- 
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tient, and were already pressing forward, when 
their chief himself turned round, — - 

'* Not one of you must stir/' he cried ; " remem- 
ber the king's last command. We must wait. 
The Duke of Weimar takes his place. See I he 
has again taken the battery. Wallenstein's picked 
troops have fled. Our men are advancing on all 
sides. Stand, and wait for orders. Even in his 
death the king must be obeyed." 

These words accomplished their object The 
men were quiet, though the expression of their 
faces showed that they were anything but satisfied. 
It seemed that everywhere the Imperialists were 
flying before the king's troops, when suddenly 
a fearful explosion, followed by another and an* 
other, rent the air. The whole field paused for 
a moment. Then the ImperialistSi behind whom 
the explosion had taken place, turned round and 
fled in confusion. Their powder waggons had 
caught fire and exploded. 

" What is it } Pappenheim ? our artillery } or 
what ?" asked Harry. *' See how they are flying ! 
The field is ours. I only hope the king is not 
dead." 
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" So do ly answered William ; and both re* 
mained silent, wrapped in sad thoughts. 

" What I It can't be I And yet, if I am not 
mistaken, that's Pappenheim!" ejaculated the 
colonel. " Now there'll be work for us. See how 
the soldiers rally! It must be he," 

At this moment an adjutant came galloping up 
and spoke to the colonel. 

" Now then, my men," said he, turning round ; 
" now's the time for you. Pappenheim has arrived 
on the field, and we are to be opposed to the 
greatest cavalry general in the world. Forward !" 

And away they dashed towards the mil^e. The 
battle, all but won, was beginning afresh; and 
every inch of ground, already covered with so 
many dead and wound edj had to be once more 
contested. 

The sun at last set upon the bloody day. The 
exhausted troops, no longer able to distinguish 
betwixt friend and foe, withdrew, uncertain whether 
the contest was not again to be renewed on the 
following day. Two great heroes had fallen ; each 
army had lost its idol ; and each, as it retreated, 
did so with gloomy sorrow. It was no longer an 
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uncertainty amongst the Swedes that their beloved 
king had fallen and was no more. It was whis- 
pered about, and men repeated it with set teeth, 
that he had fallen by a traitor's hand. Some 
named the Duke of Lauenburg, others his page, 
both of whom had been close to him, but no one 
spoke with certainty ; and but for the great fatigue 
of the troops and the uselessness of a search by 
nighty they would have rushed once more to the 
field to find at least the body of him whom they 
had loved so deeply. 

The Imperialists, too, had sustained a great loss. 
Pappenheim, when he arrived on the field, was not 
aware of the death of the king ; and, burning with 
desire to encounter that great opponent, he spurred 
his horse to the thickest of the fight, convinced 
that he was to be found there, if anywhere. He 
received a wound in the breast, a second soon 
after pierced his lungs. Bleeding, and almost 
exhausted, he still pressed on, till some of his own 
soldiers seized him, and, at the danger of their own 
lives, drew him out of the fight. When in the rear, 
he heard that Gustavus had already been slain. 

*' What!'* he cried, leaning on one arm on the 
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litter on which he lay ; " is he dead ?" His eyes 
brightened, and a smile passed over his face, on 
which the pallor of death had already begun to 
settle. "Now I die Happy, since my greatest 
enemy is no more." 

Such was the end of that man. With words of 
bitter hatred on his lips he was struck down on 
the path which he had chosen. When he fell, the 
Imperialists, whose courage had revived at his 
coming, began to lose all heart In vain did 
Wallenstein throw himself amongst the wavering 
lines, exhorting, commanding, beseeching — ^with 
tears, with flaming eyes, with curses. In vain 
did he cleave a fugitive's skull with his own hands. 
The charge of the Swedes became more and more 
furious. Darkness alone saved the Imperialists 
from a total rout. Under cover of the night they 
retreated in good order to Leipsic. 

The battle-field remained in possession of the 
Protestant forces, — but at what cost ! Nearly two 
hundred years later, in 18 13, the same fields wit- 
nessed another struggle between armies more than 
twice as numerous. But the Germans and Russians, 
when confronted by Napoleon, lost little more than 
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the Germans and Swedes when opposed by their 
own brethren. And yet, though dearly bought, 
posterity would not have grieved over these losses 
if Germany had thereby secured the ascendency 
of Protestantism and liberty. But 1632 was fol- 
lowed by fifteen years of warfare, and during that 
period, not only liberty and Protestantism, but 
religion itself, was all but lost to view. It was 
sad that a great king had fallen ; but it was vastly 
sadder to think that he had fallen in vain. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 
RECONCILIA TION. 

npHE Duke of Weimar, who had now assumed 
**■ the command of the Swedes, had also with- 
drawn his troops from the field ; but he remained 
with his army within two miles of it, and there 
allowed his exhausted soldiers some rest. There 
was no rejoicing amongst them over the victory, 
though the battle had undoubtedly been won by 
the Swedes. There were no sounds of merriment 
and of song around the fires ; there was silence, 
or fitful talk with subdued voice, for they knew 
that not far from them lay the body of the great 
king ; while the queen, spending the weary hours 
in tears, was swayed to and fro in an agony of 
suspense : the loving heart could not as yet believe 
that he was no more. 

Not far from one of the camp fires, which some 
of LumsdelPs men had lit, and round which, con- 
siderably thinned in numbers, they were assembled, 
Wyndham and Baverley were leaning against a 
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tree. They had been in the thick of a truly 
murderous fight. The former had had his horse 
killed under him, and was only saved from being 
crushed under its weight by one of his own men. 
His head was bandaged, and his arm was in a 
sling. Baverley's helmet was pierced by two bul- 
lets, and a strip of plaister on his cheek showed 
where another ball had grazed it. But the two 
friends had been miraculously saved ; and while 
in the whirl of the battle they saw friend and foe 
falling around them, they came out of it com- 
paratively unhurt, and thankful. 

"And are you quite sure you saw him .?" asked 
Bayerley. 

"As sure as I am that I see you before me 
now," answered Harry. "We had just received 
orders, as you recollect, to oppose the new regi- 
ment of Croats that had taken possession of that 
hill, when I recognised the uniform of his regiment. 
A few moments afterwards I was in the thickest 
of the charge, and there he was before me, with a 
face as pale as death. Only for one moment, 
when our eyes met, did a faint flush come to his 
cheeks ; but spurring his horse in a different direc- 
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tion, I lost sight of him. Presently he was close 
to me again. I saw one of my men aim his pistol 
at him. I tried to beat it out of his hand, but 
could not. In another instant I saw poor Theodore 
fall backwards from his horse. He put his hand 
to his breast, and I almost think there was a 
smile on his face as he fell. Of course all this 
happened in less time than I can tell it in. The 
next moment my horse was shot, and I nearly 
shared Theodore's fate. But I know the exact 
place where he must lie, if he has not been taken 
away." 

"And do you think we would be able to find 
him, if we went to-night V asked William. " He 
may not be dead, you know ; and perhaps prompt 
attention to his wound may save his life." 

" I shall go and ask leave," said Harry. Baverley 
in the meanwhile collected a few things in a bag, 
and choosing two men from the fire, ordered them 
to get ready four horses. Not long afterwards 
Harry returned with leave, and the four horsemen 
were speedily on their way to the battle-field. It 
was, however, necessary to use some caution, as 
some of the Imperialists might have returned for 
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plunder, in which case, as they would probably 
number more, our two friends and their attend- 
ants might run great risk. A considerable time 
ere they reached the actual scene of the contest, 
they became aware of its vicinity by the smell of 
powder and blood. As they came to the outskirts 
of the field, they perceived several lights wander- 
ing to and fro in the darkness. 

"Do you think we need be afraid of any 
enemies ? " asked Harry. 

"Well, there are the only enemies that we 
need fear,'* answered William, pointing to the 
lights. " They are the birds of prey that alight 
upon the victims after every fight. I do not 
think we need be afraid of the others. Wallen- 
stein is by this time in full retreat, and I should 
not wonder if he had reached Leipsic already. 
Where is the spot ? Could you indicate it ? " 

" Yes," said Harry, pausing, and with his hand 
to his forehead ; " yonder is the town of Lutzen ; 
here is the canal ; there are the windmills. We 
must have been standing over there, and exactly 
opposite he must have fallen. Have you brought 
a torch with you ? " 
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William had one, and after lighting it, they pro- 
ceeded slowly on their perilous way. 

"This must be the spot," said Harry, pausing 
and looking round. The moon, hidden behind 
watery clouds, threw a dim light on the scene. 

"Harry! You must be mistaken!" said 
William ; and he added in a whisper : " This is 
the middle of the field. See ! there's the battery, 
and yonder the trenches ! The king is lying here. 
See ! here is the regiment of Uplanders, yellow 
and black ! " 

It was true. Harry had made a miscalculation, 
and they found themselves on the spot where 
the hottest fight had taken place. As they ap- 
proached slowly, several of the wandering lights 
vanished, the plunderers taking to their heels. 
That it had been the scene of an obstinate contest 
could easily be seen. The trenches were filled 
with corpses. Even on the field they lay three or 
four thick, and around the guns it was frightful. 
There lay a whole regiment of Upland infantry 
in their yellow and black uniforms, in the same 
order as they appeared on the field, as if a gigantic 
scythe had mowed them down and left them, like 
the sheaves of wheat in harvest-time. 
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Harry now soon found the direction in which 
to go. They branched off to the left, and ap- 
proached in reality the spot where he had seen 
the young Stralsunder. As they drew nearer, a 
solitary light burned before them with steadier 
flame. 

"Ha!** said Harry, "some thief there is busy 
at work. We'll catch him." And ordering the 
two soldiers to make a circuit, so as to prevent 
his escape that way, he noiselessly approached the 
spot, William following up in the rear. Suddenly 
they were all startled by an exclamation from 
Harry as he rushed towards the light. Immedi- 
ately following his movement, while drawing his 
sword, William was at the place in a few bounds. 

Amidst a circle of silent and cold companions 
lay the body of a youth in Imperial uniform, half- 
supported by the body of a horse. By his head 
a torch had been placed in the earth, and its 
flame was blown hither and thither by the wind. 
And there, by the side of that youth, on his 
knees, lay the form of old Wechter. His face was 
turned up to heaven, and upon it there was a 
smile so sweet, so tranquil, that it seemed to re- 
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fleet the calmness of heaven. The youth's left 
hand was locked close in his grasp. It seemed 
as if the old man were invoking a blessing upon 
him. But his lips did not move; his eyes were 
closed; his face was cold. All means to restore 
him were in vain. He was dead. But neither 
father nor son could have been dead long. What 
passed between them, as both stood upon the 
brink of the grave ? The father's smile told its 
tale ; and the expression of the son's face, at once 
sorrowful and calmed, assured the two friends that 
they had been re-united at the last hour. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE END. 

" I ^HE body of the king had been discovered 
-*- the day after the battle, almost on the spot 
which Baverley had indicated. It was found, 
covered with wounds, stripped of all its orna- 
ments, arms, and most of its clothes, under a 
heap of slain. Having been conveyed to Weis- 
senfels, a town not far off, it was embalmed and 
laid out in state. It was there visited by all 
the soldiers; and many a tear was wiped away 
when the beloved face was looked upon for the 
last time. In the meantime, the Chancellor 
Oxenstiema, who was on the Upper Rhine 
when the battle of Lutzen took place, arrived in 
Weissenfels, and, for the moment, took the reins 
of government. 

By the death of the king the state of affairs 
had become totally changed, — so changed, in- 
deed, that neither William nor Harry could come 
to an immediate decision what to do. As it 
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was feared that Poland might make an attempt 
to stir up an insurrection in its favour in 
Sweden, now without a sovereign, it was resolved 
that Gustavus's daughter, Christina, a child only 
six years old, should be proclaimed queen, and 
that a council of regency should be appointed, 
with the bereaved wife at its head. As soon, 
therefore, as the lying in state could be ended, 
the body was to be carefully removed to Stock- 
holm, where the unfortunate queen would join 
it. Helena, who had as yet followed the queen, 
was hereby compelled either to go with her to 
Sweden, or to remain behind, totally alone in a 
strange city. Maidenly reserve prevented her 
from consulting Harry upon ' the subject ; and 
thus, when the intention of the Court had been 
made known to her, she was in no small anxiety 
and tremor as to the course which she ought 
to take. She had hoped that Harry would 
speak of it himself that day, but she only saw 
him for a few minutes. Her guardian, the 
chancellor, was absent in the army, and thus, 
what was she to do ? 

In the evening, Harry and William desired 
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to have an interview with her. When she en- 
tered the room she saw by their faces that they 
had something of importance to communicate. 
She was not long kept in doubt. They in- 
formed her that they had looked at their new 
position calmly, and that they could come to 
but one conclusion. They had lately received 
a letter from home, from which they could infer 
that the old people longed to see them again. 
At the same time, the altered state of affairs 
in Germany had considerably decreased their 
wish to remain in the army. It would now 
become as much a war of politics and in- 
trigues as of battles. With a council at the 
head of affairs, actions must necessarily be slow 
and often indecisive. They had therefore re- 
solved to take their dismissal and go home; 
"but not,'' added Harry, in a soft voice, "un- 
less you come with us." What Helena's answer 
to this was, we cannot say, as William, the only 
witness, unfortunately turned to the chimney at 
that moment to contemplate an interesting 
picture. Enough, — Harry and Helena were mar- 
ried the day the weeping queen left for Stock- 
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holm ; and in the archives of the Wyndham 
family there is a somewhat voluminous document 
by another Helena, beyond doubt a daughter, 
which relateth much of this history. It speaketh 
of their reception by the old folks, and the re- 
joicings that were held in honour of the beauti- 
ful foreign bride ; and as there is attached a long 
table of descendants, it may be inferred that 
they were happy and blessed. 

Ere we close, it may not be amiss to say a 
few words as to the issue of that great war 
part of which we have endeavoured, though but 
imperfectly, to describe. After the king's death, 
a period of inactivity followed. It is true small 
battles were fought, but the end of the war 
seemed as far off as ever. In 1634, however, 
an event happened which may be said to have 
been a death-blow to the Imperial cause. The 
Emperor Ferdinand, surrounded in Vienna by 
Wallenstein's jealous and powerful enemies, was 
soon persuaded that his inactivity was the result 
of treachery. It was said that he was secretly 
negotiating with Sweden and France for a peace ; 
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that, ambitious as he was, he aspired to the 
crown of Bohemia ; that ere long he would turn 
that powerful army of which he was the sole 
head against the Emperor, who would thus be 
at the mercy of the traitor. Whether these 
charges were true or not, is even now a question 
of dispute ; but it cannot be doubted that there 
were grave suspicions against the ambitious, the 
revengeful, the powerful but inactive Duke of 
Friedland. By order of the Emperor, he was 
assassinated at Egra in 1634. At first it seemed 
that fortune was now entirely on the side of 
the Emperor. The Swedes suffered a terrible 
defeat at Nordlingen in the same year, whereby 
all their former victories seemed to be nega- 
tived. The following year the wavering Elector 
of Saxony, true to his disreputable policy, made 
a separate and secret peace with the Emperor, 
and was followed by many of the smaller 
princes. But when need was highest, help was 
nighest. From that moment, as if disencum- 
bered, the Swedish army, under their brave 
generals, — Banner, the Duke of Saxe - Weimar, 
Wrangel, and Torstensohn, — were everywhere 
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victorious. In 1647 the Lech was once more 
crossed, and the Swedish and French armies, 
which now conducted the war together, poured 
into Bavaria. In their return they committed 
the most frightful ravages. The north of Ger- 
many had suffered so much already, that scarcely 
anything to plunder was left. The south now 
had its share of suffering. The piety and strict 
honesty of the Swedes had long since departed. 
Where formerly people prayed, " Deliver us from 
the Imperialists," they now prayed, "Deliver us 
from the Swedes." 

When, in the following year, 1648, peace was 
concluded, it was solely because the German 
people, powerless, prostrate, bleeding, cried aloud 
for a cessation of that terrible war which had 
devastated their country for thirty years. As- 
suredly, those who began it knew not the end. 
Not one of them was alive. The Emperor, King 
Christian, Gustavus, Wallenstein, Tilly, Pappen- 
heim, Richelieu, James I., they were all gone. 
And a century afterwards the ruined villages 
and towns of that large empire spoke of the 
terrible waves that had broken over it 



ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 



OF 



Books for Presents, Prizes, etc. 



PUBLISHED BY 



HODDER & STOUGHTON, 



27, PATERNOSTER SOW, 



LONDON. 



1883. 



JAMES BRAITHWAITE, THE SUPERCARGO, The Story of His Adven- 
tures Ashore and Afloat, By W. H. G. Kingston. With Eight Full-page 
Illustrations, Portrait, and Short Account of the Author. Crown 8vo, gilt 
edges. Handsomely bound, price 5s. 



^*Few authors have been more 
successful than the late Mr, 
Kingston in writing for boys. 
Possessing a keen eye for dra- 
matic effect, he plunged at once 
into the heart of his story y and 
roused the interestof his readers 
by rabidly unfolding a succes- 
sion of moving incidents. In 



* James Braithwaite ' the super- 
cargo's exploits at sea during 
the early part of this century 
appear as fresh and vigorous 
as though they were described 
yesterday. It is a healthy, 
hearty, enjoyable story, ^^ — 
Daily Chronicle. 



PETER TRA WL ; or. The Adventures of a Whaler, By W. H. G. Kingston. 
With Eight Full-page Illustrations. Third Thousand. Handsomely bound 
in cloth. Crown 8Vo, gilt edges, price 5s. 



**/« this volume of adven- 
tures amongst the icebergs and 
walrusses, Mr, Kingston has 
ventured upon what seems to 
him an inexhaustible subject of 
excitem^ent to the boyish mind. 
Here will be found shipwrecks 
a$id desert islands, and hair- 
preadth escapes of every kind, 
all delightful and spirit-stir- 
ring, and all ending. in a hap0 
return hom.e after the tossing 
to and fro endured by Peter 
Trawl, who. will be treasured 
up in many a bofs memory, • 



and cherished as dearly as 
the image fixed of Robinson 
Crusoe, * ' — Court Journal. 

* * A whaling story by the late 
Mr, Kingston, and promises 
well. It is a manly sort of book, 
with a good deal of information 
in it, as well as the adventures 
which boys love, A true story 
of a gallant skipper, who, with 
the assistance of a ship*s car- 
penter, aniputated his own leg, 
is amongst the notable occur- 
rences recorded, ' ' — ^Athenaeum . 



CLARA MAYNARD; or. The True and the False, A Tale for the Times. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. 



**-4 very charming love story , 
told with singular grace and 
power, by a writer gifted with 
an excellent command of lan- 
guage and a keen insight into 
the workings of human emo- 
tions in their best aspects,^ ^ — 
. Standard. 

**An admirable story, in 



which the mischievous results 
of Ritualistic teaching are effec- 
tively shown, Mr, Kingston 
has very skilfully introduced 
some effective arguments 
against High Church and 
Romish principles, which serve 
to make it extremely useful,*^ 
— Rock. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 2J, Paternoster Row. 



THE CRUISE OF THE SNOWBIRD. A Story of Arctic AdvnUunr By 
Qordon Stables, M.D., R.N., Author of "Wild Adventures Round the 
North Pole," etc. With Nine Full-page Illustrations. Handsomely bound 
in cloth« Gilt edges^ price 5s. 



** Thts is a caf>ital story of 
adventure of the sort that all 
true boys delight in. Every 
^age teems with wonderful 
stories * of moving accidents by 
flood and fields oj hair -breadth 
*scaj>es:* and perhaps the 
greatest charm about these 



^ yarns* is that they are so true 
to nature that they read like 
actu'al experiences. A story 
which is full of ^ go ^* and will , 
we venture to predict^ be one of 
the most popular * boys* books'* 
of the season. * * — ^Academy, jjdfl . 



HENDRICKS THE HUNTER / or. The Border Farm. A Tale of Zululand. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. With Five Full-page Illustrations. « Fifth Thou- 
sand. Crown 8vo. Handsomely bound in doth. Gilt edges, price 5s. 



«*^ Tale of Zululand: A 
very appropriate region to take 
a boy tn at this time. We have 
nothing to do^ however^ with the 
late war, though there is plenty 
of fighting before Hendricks^ taU 
is told. The illustrations are 
quite in the spirit of the book. 
No one who looks at the frontis- 
piece but must turn to page 201 
to learn the issue of the startling 
scene depicted:^ — Times. 



" A delightful book of travel 
and adventure in Zululand. The 
reader is introduced to Cetewayo 
as a young man^ before he had 
attained his rank and pre-emi' 
nence as * a noble savage.^ The 
book is very interesting^ and comes 
appropriately at the present mo- 
ment.^ — Athenaeum. 

"^ boy may be happy all flay 
with Mr. Kingston's * Hendnclcs 
the Hunter."*— Saturday Review. 



JOVINIAN. A TaU of Early Papal Ronu. By W. H. G. Kingston. With 
Eight Full-page Illustrations. Cheap Edition. Fcap. 8vo, price 2s. 6d. 



" // is a powerful and thrilling 
story of the early part of the fourth 
century^ when Christianity was 
rapidly gaining a nominal as- 
cendenoy in the proud city of the 
CcBsarSy and pagan Rome was 
giving place to papal Rome. The 
description of the capital of the 
ancient worlds of the intrigues 



and corruptions of decaying 
Paganism J- of the struggles and 
conflicts of the early Churchy of 
the wonderful catacombs in which 
tJiey found protection and safety 
in life and a resting-place in 
deaths is singularly graphic^ and 
indicates a skilful and prcutised 
pen,** — Methodist Recorder. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton^ 27, Paternoster Row. 



HENDRICKS THE HUHTBR. 



SptcUaat ef the IlliutnUittu- 



TB£ BAIR^ISt 0r, Jant^s Lm and Servia. By the Author of ** Chrittte 

Redfem's Troubles." With Five Full-page lUustratioiis. Thirteenth Thoa- 
«and. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, price 5s. 



" A speciai interest attaches t9 
'The Bairns.' The characters 
are forcibly delineated^ and the 
touches of homeliness which seem 
almost peculiar to our northern 
kinsfolkimpart a peculiar charm^ 
— Record. 

"TAP story of their Ufe in 
Canada and of Janefs untiring 
love and devotion to *The Bairns' 
is told in a m0st interesting 



and tender manner.^ — Christian 

World. 

" The story has become popular^ 
and is now beyond the recuh of 
criticism. We may observe^ haw- 
ever^ that it fully deserves Us 
success. It is full of interest^ 
is capitally written, abounds ir 
lively and affecting incidents^ 
and is high in toneP — Glasgow 
Herald. 



FREDERICA AND HER GUARDIANS; or. The Perils of Orphanhood. 
By the same Author. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 



*^ An exceedingly well told 
story, full of incidents of an 
attractive character. The story 
will be admired by all thoughtful 
girlsP — Public Opinion. 



" A sweet, pure, and beautiful 
story, such as may be put with 
confidence into the hands of any 
Enc^lish ^y/."-.Sheffield Inde- 
pendent. 



THE TWA MISS DA WSONS, By the same Author. Second Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 



" Ws gladly welcome a new 
book by the author of^ The Bairns.' 
That charming Canadian story 
opened a new field for readers 
of fiction. The present story is 
limited to Eastern Scotland, It 
is a family picture, settling down 
chiefly to the experiences of a 
charming old maiden aunt — a 
most admirable delineation — and 
an equally charming niece,^*-— 
British Quarterly Review. 

" We have recui this story from 
the first line to the last, and what 



more can a reviewer say in praise 
of a book f It is charming both 
in style and in sentiment,** — Shef- 
field Independent. 

" A healthy toned story that the 
author^s unfolds with great skill 
and a wonderful degree of veri- 
similitude, if people will read 
fiction rather than books thai treat 
of reality, they will find few that 
will interest them more, or for 
a story that will leave a moro 
pleasing impression!* — ^Christian 
Treasury. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, if. Paternoster Row. 



THE BAIRNS. 



THE MISTRESS OF THE HOUSE. A Story of Christiim Service in DaHy 

Ufc. By the Authorof"l8«Qnieine'8 World." etc. Crown 8vo^ cloth. 
price 2S. 6d. 



" We have seldom mei ivith a 
girl^ book more to our taste than 
^^'' charming story. Such a book 



must naturally have a good effect 
upon any who read tt.**~-Uteraiy 
World. 



THOEATOJV HALL; or. Old Qtiestious in Young Uves. By Phcebe J. 
liCcKeen. Second Ihoasand. Crown 8vo, nicely bound, price^js. 6d. 



**An interesting and well 
written story. The characters 
tf the girls are well drawn and 



the tone of the book excellent 
throughout." — Church Sunday 
School Magazine. 



THEODORA CAMERON, A Home Story. By the same Author. With 
Fite Full-page Illustrations. Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, doth, price 5s. 



^A healthy interest^ full of the 
kindly and sanctifying influences . 
of honuy breathes through every 
page. The work is excellent tn 
tone and style. Every girl and 
boy must benefit greatly by read- 
ing such a good and interesting 
home story.** — Daily Chronicle. 

" They might have stepped 
bodily out of one of Miss Yong^s 
books ^ so carefully are the charaC' 
ters of all the children drawn. 
The mother is a beautiful charac^ 



ter^ and the father almost equally 
sOf while the children of such 
parents could hardly fail to be 
interesting.** — Court Circular. 

^ A pretty story of the great 
civil war, which though issued 
in a single volume^ comprises not 
less matter than an ordinary 
novely and introauces the recuiet 
to many varieties of character^ 
and numerous stirring scenes in 
the home and on the battle-fieUL*^ 
—Daily News. 



THE WINTHROP FA MIL Y. A Story of New England Life Fifty Years Ago. 
By the Author of " May Chester/' etc. Crown 8vo, cloth. Handsomely 
bound, price 3s. 6d. 



**a4 'very dainty f 
volume.^ — ^Freeman. 



wtnsome 



" Primitive Nev) England life^ 
hospitality y and home-heartedness 
are finely wrought out in it. 
There is a quiet^ easy grace^ a 



pleasant sparkle^ and a genial 
attractiveness in the style which 
exactly suits the life, manner, and 
personages of the narrative. A 
most admirable one for home 
interest and delight!* — Golden 
Hours. 



London : ff odder and StoughtOH, vj, Patemosior Row^ 



THEODORA CAMERON. 
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ALL TRUE, 'Records of Peril and Adventure by Sea and Land— Remarkable 
Escapes and Deliverances — Missionary Enterprises and Travels — ^Wonders 
of Nature and Providence — Incidents of Christian History and Biography. 
By Dr. Macaulay, Editor of " The Sunday at Home." With Twelve Full- 
page Illustnitions. Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 5s. 

** ^ All True* contains records The book cannot fail to he at- 

of adventures by sea and land^ tractive to most young ^eofle,** 

remarkable escapes and deliver- — Scotsman. 
ances, missionary enterprises ^ ^^ Dr. Macaulay has a fecu- 

etc, ; is as entertaining as the liar genius for the work he has 

majority of such books are de- undertaken in this volume. He 

pressings and may be welcomed is the Editor of * The Boy's 

as a welcome present for chil- Own Paper,* and the skill he 

dren, 'The illustrations are has displayed there has been 

above the average of those brought to the preparation of 

vouchsafed to us in children's the present volume,*^ — Congre- 

books," — Spectator. gationalist. 

** A well-chosen collection. 

CHEAP EDITION OF PRESIDENT GARFIELD'S LIFE. 
Now ready, price Eigkteen^ence,. with fine Steel Portrait of President Garfield, 
Sbvbntbbnth Edition, completing Eighty-ninth Thousand. 
FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE BOUSE. The Story of the Ufe of 
President Garfield, By W. M. Thayer. The materials for this work were 
furnished by President Garfield himself, and by several of his intimate friends 
and associates* Ten Large Editions having been rapidly sold, the Pub- 
lishers have been led to issue this cheap edition at a price which will bring the 
work within the reach of the multitudes to whom the name of Garfield is a 
household word. 

The 5s. Edition is still on sale, and forms a handsome Gift Book. 

THE PIONEER BOY, AND HOW HE BECAME PRESIDENT The 
Story of the Life of Abraham Lincoln, By the same Author. Sixth Thou- 
sand. With Steel Portrait, and handsomely bound, 5s. 

*'-4 capital book for young ** We dotibt not this splendid 

m.en. No novelist' s plot is half volume , which the publishers 

so strange and exciting as this have presented in a very attraC' 

story. It should be in all Sun- live garb, will meet with as 

day-school libraries , and on the m.uch acceptance as its prede- 

shelf of favourite books in every cessor, ' * — Christian. 
house, ^^ — Shefl&eld Independent. 

TACTy PUSH, AND PRINCIPLE. A Book for those who wish to Succeed in 
Life, By the same Author. Fourth Thousand. Crown Svo, handsomely 
bound, 3s. 6d. 

London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27. Paternoster Row, 



TSE WES TONS OF RIVERDALE ; or. The Tfials and Triumphs of 
Temperance Principles, By £. C. A. Allen, Author of " Echoes of Heart 
Whispers," etc. Handsomely bound. Crown 8vo, price 5s> 

*^ An excellent temperance *^ In the judgment of the 

story. Is admirably calculated Rev, Chas, Garrett, * it is an 

to further the cause of real earnest, well-written plea for 

abstinence, and young people temperance.'' This verdict we 

especially will read it with heartily endorse.'^ — Sword and 

inter est, ^^ — ^Watchman. Trowel. 



THE CHILDREN'S ISLE, By Eliza Meteyard (Silverpen). With Five 
Full'page Illustratiolis. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 500 
pages, price 6s. 

THE DYING SA VIOUR AND THE GIPSY GIRL, and other Tales. By 
Marie Hall (nee Sibree). Twelfth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

**The stories are gracefully and the moral conveyed by them 
written: they are marked by is unexceptionable.** — Spectator. 
good feeling and refined taste, 

THE WHITE CROSS AND DOVE OF PEARLS. A Biography of Light 
and Shade, By the Author of <' Laura Linwood/' etc. Fourth Thou- 
sand. Crown Svo, cloth, price 5s. 

"' The White Cross and Dove amuse, and to elevate Iier 

of Pearls ' will not disappoint readers. It is a fiction with' 

the expectations of those who out false sentiment, without 

m,ay already have formed justly unhealthy imagination, and 

high opinions of this strikingly without a single vulgar or 

original and sympathetic frivolous idea.*^ — Daily Tele- 

writer^s ability to interest, to graph. 



MAR\ HAZELDINES DESK, AND ALICE BROOKFIELUS TRIALS. 
Two Stories with Illustrations. By Mrs. H. H. B. Paull. Fcap. Svo, 
cloth, price IS. 6d. 

HARRY FOSTERS RULES, AND LEVELSIE MANOR. Two Stories 
with Illustrations. By the same Author. Fcap. Svo, cloth, price is. td^. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row. 



HOW INDIA WAS WON BY ENGLAND UNDER CLIVE AND 
HASTINGS, With a Chapter on Afghanistan. By the Rev. B. W. 
Savile, M.A., Rector of Shillingford. Handsomely bound, \i^lh Twelve 
Illustrations and Coloured Map. Crown 8vo, price 5s. 

**// may be numbered with style, and this book is replete 
the books of which Dr. Johnson 
laments that there are so few, 
and we may say of it that we 
regret it is not longer, Mr. 
Savile writes in a fluent, easy 



with interesting information 
on the present as well as the 
past condition of India J* ^ — 
Recond. 



BELTS STANDARD ELOCUTIONIST. Principles and Exercises, Fol- 
lowed by a copious Selection of Extracts in Prose and Poetry, Classified and 
Adapted for Reading and Recitation. By D. C. and A. M. Bell. New 
and greatly Enlarged Edition. Containing over 500 of the choicest Extracts in 
the English Language, with the Principles of Elocution fully stated. Strongly 
half-bound in roan, crown 8vo, 510 pages, price 3s. 6d. 

** This is the best book of the ** Is strongly bound, and in 

kind,** — Bookseller. every way fitted for the use of 

' ' Has long been accented and schools. * '—Dublin Express. 
held as one of the best books on * ' Has richly deserved its wide 

. the subject,** — N.B. Daily News, popularity** — Standard. 



SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW; or. Gleanings from my Ufe Work. Com- 
prising Personal Experiences, Anecdotes, Incidents, and Reminiscences, 
gathered from Thirty-seven Years' Experience on the Platform and among 
the People#it Home and Abroad. By John B. Gough. Cheap Edition. 
8vo. With Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; without Illustrations, 2s. 6d. 

of jokes as a volume ^ Punch, 
as sensible as Sam. Slick, as 
earnest as Mr. Spurgeon, and, 
in parts, as eloquent as its 
famous ij«/>%^r."— Sheffield In- 
dependent. * 

^^ It is sure to be popular, 
and all its teaching is sound 
and good, not only cls to tern.- 
perance, but to religion and 
all that is pure and honest 
and elevating, * * — Sword and 
Trowel. 



'* to say that * Sunlight and 
Shadow ' is an interesting book 
conveys little meaning. Con- 
taining much that is descrip- 
tive of the lives of great men of 
this country and of America, 
and brimming over with anec- 
dotal illustration, presented 
with consummate tact, its pages 
are engrossing to a degree sel- 
dom, attained,** — Daily Review. 

^^ A book that will be uni- 
versally popular. It is as full 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, zy, Paternoster Row. 



NOTHING BUT LEAVES, By Sarah DoUdncy, Author of "Janet Bar- 
ney's Story," «« Wave upon Wave," etc. With Frontispiece. Cheap Edition. 
Crown*8vo, cloth, handsomely bound, price 3s. 6d. 



'*Mt^s Doudney is known as 
a writer of graceful ^oems as 
well as a story-writer^ and the 
delicacy which characterizes 
her verses is reflected in her 
Prose style. It is a tale of a 



j^leasing kind, quite free front 
the unhealthy excitement which 
is sometimes not absent even in 
books written for the young.** 
— Daily News, 



TffA T BO Yl WHO SHALL HA VE HIM f An American Story. By W. 
H. Daniels. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

**It is cleverly and vigorously rative of the struggle between 
written. The story is well and good and evil influences.** — 
vigorously told— a graphic nar- Spectator. 

NETTIE AND KATE ; or. Onward to the Heights of Life. An American 
Story. With Three Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth, price 5s. 

EPHRAIM AND HELAH . A Story of the Exodus. By Edwin Hodder. 
Sixth Thousand. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, price 5s. 

** Mr. Hodder gives a vivid and before the time of the 
description of the daily life of coming of Moses. The picture 
the Juebrews immediately at is full of interest ** — Queen. 



TOSSED ON THE WA VES. A Story of Young Life. By the same 
Author. Twelfth Thousand. Fcap. Svo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

" We cannot think that a boy perusal. The scenes of life on 

could take up the book without the sea and in the colonies are 

feeling its fascination , or with- peculiarly attractive. * ' — British 

out rising a better lad from its Quarterly Review. 

THE JUNIOR CLERK. A Tale of City Life. By the same Author. 
Eleventh Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

a true record of the ways in 
which many have been, and 
many still are being — led to 
dishonour and ruin,* Such a 
recommendation as this will 
be sufficient to ensure for this 
little book a hearty welcome 
from many readers.** — Chris- 
tian World. a33fl 



** Mr. Shipton observes that 
the author described this tale to 
him as a fiction . He remarks : 
* It may be so to him, but for 
every one of his statements I 
could supply a fact. It is not 
merely true to nature as a 
narration of the means by 
which young men may be — it is 



London : Hodder and Stoughton^ zjt Paternoster Row, 



IfOTHING BUT LEAVES. 



DAISY SNOWFLAKE'S SECRET, A Story of English Home Life. By 
Mrs, G. S. Reaney. Crown 8vo, cloth, elegantly bound, price $8. 

** A well go t-uft volume. The mo f hers' meetings, and we can 

story is excellent and whole- hardly imagine anything mxyre 

some.'* — Scotsman. suitable; we doubt not, how- 

*^The narrative is told in her ever, it will find a much larger 

most graceful and winiiing sphere, and be made a rich 

style. The author hof>es her blessing to many.'* — Christian. 
narrative may be of service at 

MORNING THOUGHTS FOR OUR DA UGHTERS, By the same Author 
Handsomely bound in cloth, price is. 6d. 

OUR DA UGHTERS: Their Lives Here and Hereafter, By the same; Author. 
Fifth Thousand. Handsomely b9und in cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

OUk BROTHERS AND SONS. By the siime Author. Third Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

MRS. REANEY'S SHILLING SEI^IES. 
\.— FOUND AT LAST, Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price is. 

U.— LITTLE GLORY* S MISSION. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price is. 

\\\.— UNSPOKEN ADDRESSES. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price is. 

OLIVER WYNDHAM. A Tale of the Great Plague, By the Author of 
** Naomi ; or, The Last Days of Jerusalem," etc. Eleventh Thousand. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

AFRICA, PAST AND PRESENT. By an Old Resident. WiUi Map 
and numerous Full-page Illustrations. Third Thousand. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

SELF-SURRENDER, A Second Series of ''Consecrated Women.**' By Mary 
P. Hack. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5s. 

CONSECRATED WOMEN, By the same Author. Fourth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, price 5s. Handsomely bound. 

** The memorials are all '' The stories of such j^hilan- 
deeply interesting, bright, and thropic women are profoundly 
vivid, ** — Freeman. touching, * * — Spectator. 



London : Ilodder and Stoughton, zj. Paternoster Raw. 



yOSi AND BENJAMIN. A TaU oj Jtrusalpn in tJu Time of the Herois. 
By Professor P. Delitssch, Leipzig. Translated by J. Q. Smieton, 
M.A. Elegantly bound. Crown 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 



** The follcwirrg note will be 
read ivith interest^ as shmving 
the light in which the author 
himself regards ' Jose and 
Benjamin ' ; ' Dear Sir, — 
You have translated my " Tale 
of Jerusalem in the Time of 
the Herods, ' ' and^ as my friend^ 
Dr. Salmondy informs fne, 
from symj>athy with its con- 
tents and with its author, I 
am. much f> leased, and feel m,y- 
self honoured; but I am also 



grateful, for you are helping 
to make more widely known 
a nttle book which has more 
individuality than anything I 
have written. It is a piece of 
my own life, I'eflected in an 
historic mirror, but written 
for the glory of God and of 
His Christ. Let my ^'^Josi 
and Benjamin ,^^ then, wander 
through England. — Yours, F. 
Delitzsch.' " 



CANAL ADVENTURES BY MOONLIGHT By George Smith, 
P.S.A., of Coalville. Second Thousand. Price 3s. 6d., cloth gilt, with 
Frontispiece. 

"J/r. George Smith, of Coal- 
ville, has followed up his ' Canal 
Population ' with another book 
which is eminently character- 



istic, and contains many facts of 
much importance concerning 
the working of the Canal Boats 
Actofi^'j'j.'' — Saturday Review 



MARIONS STORY; or, *' Softly all my Years."" By the Author of 
" Morag, a Tale of Highland Life." Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 
2s. 6d. 

SEPPEL ; or. The Burning of the Synagogue at Munich. By Gustav Nieritz. 



With Frontispiece, cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

* ' The narrative is of thrilling 
interest, the descriptive matter 
is very pretty and pleasing, the 
character sketching is exceed- 



ingly effective; and the purpose 
of the book is worked out' with 
consummate skill'' — Edinburjgh 
Daily Review. 



BUSY HANDS AND PATIENT HEARTS; or, The Blind Boy of Dresden 
and his Friends. By the same Author. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
Illustrated, price 2s. 6d. 

" One of the most beautiful **A real and genuine Qhrist- 
stories ever written for chil- mas story.'' — Times. 
dren.'' — Nonconformist. 



London: Hodder and Stoughton, 2"], Paternoster Row. 



FRIAR HILDEBRANiyS CROSS; or. The Monk of Tavystoke Abbaye. By 
M. A. Paull, Author of " Tim's Troubles," " The Flower of the Grass- 
market/* etc. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

** Tke volume is beautifully to Cicely is dej>icted with such 
written, and never were the 
struggles of a true and faith- 
ful heart more touchingly de- 
J>icted, The tenderness of the 
sentiment which binds the friar 



exquisite refinem^ent and deli- 
cacy that m^any a bright eye 
will be dimmred with tears in 
the perusal,''' — Court Journal. 



THE FALLS OF NIAGARA AND OTHER FAMOUS CATARACTS. 
By George W. HoUey. With Thirty Illustrations. Handsomely bound, 
wood, richly gilt, price 7s. 6d. 



* An extremely interesting 
volume. It is got uf> as a 
Christmas book, and tts illus- 
trations and the general nature 
of the book make it eminently 
suitable for a present, Mr, 
Holley has succeeded in getting 
some very admirable illustra- 



tions of the cataracts which* he 
describes. Of course the ^rin - 
ci^al ^art relates to Niagara, 
and it will be found to contain 
a great deal of valuable infor^ 
mation in reference to these 
falls. The result is a really 
delightful book,''* — Scotsman. 



THE FLOWER OF THE GRASSMARKET By the same Author. 
With Five Full-page Illustrations. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
price 3s. 6d. 



** There is a healthy moral 
tone of a very high order sus- 
tained throughout the work, 
and an easy grace and diction, 
which make it highly com- 
mendable,** — Edinburgh Daily 
Review. 



^* A handsomely got-up vo- 
lume. The story is admirably 
written. The reader never loses 
interest in the fortunes of the 
various characters in tt,** — 
Sheffield Independent. 



DAVID EASTERBROOK, An Oxford Story, By Tregelles Polkinghome. 
With Frontispiece. Handsomely bound. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

THE SISTERS OF GLENCOE ; or, LetUuis Choice, By Eva Wynne. 

Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price- 5s. 



'* Its life pictures are skil- 
fully drawn, and the most 
wholesome lessons are enforced 
with fidelity and ^ower** — 
Temperance Record. 



** An admirable story, illus- 
trating in a most effective man- 
ner the mischief arising from, 
theuse of intoxicating liquors, * * 
— Rock. 



London : HofUIer and Stoughton, 2j, Paternoster Row. 



LAUNCHING AWAY; or, Roger Larkmay's Strange Mission, By J. R. 
H. Hawthorn. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 5s. 

**An excellently written book a book interesting, and he has 
of incident and adventure in this one eminently sue- 
mainly in Australia, The ceeded,** — Scotsman. 
author knows how to make such . 



THE PIONEER OF A FAMILY; 
By the same Author. Crown 8vo, 

** Few stories have such an 
air of reality about them>. Mr, 
Hawthorn has the faculty of 
drawing his characters in such 
graphic fashion, that we seem 
to nave known them, and are 
forced to sympathise with their 



or, Adventures of a Young Governess, 
cloth, price $8. With Frontispiece. 

joys and sorrows,*' — ^Aberdeen 
Free Press. 

• * This book isfullofte^se and 
Jtowerful sketches of colonial 
life, especially as it was s^en 
a generation ago,** — Freeman. 



YENSIE WALTON, An American Story, By J. R. Graham Clark. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 



**/« tone and spirit, plan 
and execution, this is a superb 
story. Rich in delineation of 
character, and in descriptions 
of real experience, it illustrates 
what a redeemed and chastened 
woman may do for souls, and 
how a departed father* s prayers 
may be answered through a 



consecrated human instructor. 
A m.ore fascinating and in- 
spiring picture of a school^ 
mistress, in one prolonged, 
prayerful, and sustained en^ 
deavour to lecui an orphan 
pupil to Christ, was never 
drawn,** — General Baptist Ma- 
gazine. 



THE NEW COMMANDMENT ; or, Ella*s Ministry, A Picture of Life in a 
wealthy country neighbourhood in one of the Southern States of America, 
as it was before the late Civil War. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

TALKING TO THE CHILDREN, By Alexander Maclcod, D.D. 
Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 

THE GENTLE HEART. A Second Series of " lalking to the Children:* 
By the same Author. Fifth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 



Mr. Spurgeon says: *' We 
have been fascinated with the 
originality and beauty of its 
thought, charmed with the sim- 
plicity and elegance of its Ian- 



gua^, enriched with the store 
of its illustrations, and blest 
in spirit through its abundant 
manifestation of *the trut,h as 
it is in Jesus* ** 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 2^, Paternoster Row, 



THE PIONEER OF A FAMiL V. 



THE SHILLING GIFT-BOOK SERIES. 

Tastefully bound, cloth, Fcap. 8vo, with Frontispiece. 



THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE GIPSY' GIRL, and THE UGHT 
OF THE WORLD. Two Stories by Mrs. Hall. 



GABRIELLA ; or. The Spitit of Song, By the same Author. 



7 HE WHITE ROSE OF DEERHAM, By the same Author. 



THE STORY LIZZIE TOLD. By Mrs. Prentiss, Author of "Stepping 
Heavenward," eta 



THE LITTLE PRINTER BOY. By the Vicomtesse S. De Kerkadec. 



THE GATE AND THE GLORY BEYOND IT. A Tale of the Franco- 
Prussian War. By Onyx. 



MARY HAZELDINE'S DESK; or, Oz'ercome Evil with Good, By Mrs. 
H. H. B. PauU. 



HARRY FOSTERS RULES; or. Not Slothful in Business, By the same 
Author. 



LEVELSIE MANOR; or, Patient in Tribulation. By the same Author. 



ALICE BROOKFIELDS TRIALS; or. Endure Grief, Suffering WrongftOfy. 
By the same Author. 

" Charming little stories, espe- " The stories are exceedingly 

dally adapted for young readers, fresh and interesting, and the 

and conveying some excellent general get-up of these little 

lessons in a plectsing form!* — books reflects great credit upon 

Pictorial World. all concerned!* — Fireside. 



London : Hodder and StoughUm^ 27, Paternoster Row. 
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THE SHILLING GIFT-BOOK SERIES. 



FrtmtisfUee t» "Harry Etiter't RtJa" 



DAVID LIVINGSTONE: The Story of his Life and Labours; or. The 
Weaver'Boy who became a Missionary, By H. O. Adams. With Steel 
Portrait and Thirty Illustrations. Fifty-third Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
price 3$. 6d. 

' *A n admirable condensation abounding in detail ^ and vividly 
of 'The Stoiy of'the Life and presenting the graphic descri^- 
Labours of Dr. Livingstone.' . tion of the, great explorer him- 
Comprehensive in range, self.** — Record. 

MEN WORTH REMEMBERING. 
A Series of Popular Biographies. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

I. 
WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, By John Stoughton, D.D. 

II. 
HENRY MARTYN, By the .Rev. Canon Charles D. Bell, D.D. 
** In every way a most delightful volume,** —Rock, 

III. 
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, By Charles Stanford, D.D. 

**Z?r. Stanford has produced privilege to read. It is interest- 
one of the most charming bio- ingfrom the first page to the 
graphies it has ever been our last,** — Sheffield Independent. 

IV. 

STEPHEN GRELI^ET. By William Guest, F.G.S. 

V. 

ROBERT HALL, By E. Paxton Hood. 

*•* Mr, Hood has delineated make this about the best delinea- 

Robert Hall very successfully, tion of the great preax:her that 

A wide range of knowledge^ a we know,** — British Quarterly 

fine instinctive perception J and Review. , 
considerable literary aptitude, 

VI. 

THOMAS CHALMERS, By the Rev. Donald Fraser, D.D. 

VII. 

WILLIAM CAREY. By James Culross, D.D. 

** The little book has great in felicitous style ^ and so to 
literary excellence. Dr. Culross tell the story as to make it 
has taken no ordinary trouble eminently attractive and useful 
in the collection of his material, to his readers** — Congxega- 
He understands how to arra?ige tionalist. 

VIII. 

ANDREW FULLER. By his son, A. G. Fuller. 

IX. 

ALEXANDER DUFF. By Thomas Smith, D.D. 

Others Preparing. 



London: Hodder and Stoughton , 2'], Paiernoster Row, 



LINKS IN REBECCA'S LIFE. A new American Story. By Pansy. 
With Frontispiece. Handsomely bound in cloth, price 5s; 

^* By one of the ablest and fully engrossed in the reading 

s^rightliest of A merican story- of this book. It is an admirable 

teller s,'' — Christian. Jive shillings' worth,''— rSY^oxd. 

** We should like to see every and Trowe,!. 
young lady of our acquaintance 

A YOUNG MANS DIFFICULTIES WITH HIS BIBLE. By the Rev. 
D. W. Faunce, D.D., Author of "The Christian inthe World." . Twelfth 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

A YOUNG MANS SAFEGUARD IN THE PERILS OF THE AGE. 
By the Rev. W. Guest, F.G.S., Author of " Stephen Grellet," etc. 
Eleventh Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

'^Abookofinvaluablecounsel is from a mind well stored, 

and as brave and fnasculine in and from a heart brim^ful of 
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